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to my children, my grandchildren, their 
children's children, and to you. may 

ALL, "UNO ANIMO," RECOGNIZE THE EVER 
PARALLELING LINES OF DUTY AND HAPPINESS 

CON AMORE, 

M. J. G. 
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CHAPTER I 



A BALANCE OF DESTINY 



" By Halifax! Doctor! This day is an ideally 
perfect one, peculiar to Old California's sea- 
board — a day all full of golden sun-gleams and 
sea-breezes ! A day created solely for the delecta- 
tion of a sybarite, so luxuriously perfect it is! 
See, far out the bay a-dance with glittering 
whitecaps, and there. Doctor, closer in, notice 
those alternating bands of tinted water, tinted 
in changeful amethyst and opal ! Grand, Doctor, 
grand ! " 

Thus, prefixing his rapturous speech with a pet 
byword, exclaimed one man to another, as they, 
in bathing attire, crossed a beach to help swell a 
throng of surf bathers. 

Replying, the elder of the two said, " Grand ! 
Yes, Douglas, though I shall waive sybaritic 
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honors in your favor and simply take it that this 
IS a day created also for the delectation of a 
jaded and tired out old sawbones — myself, eh? 
I am glad you have enjoyed this week, Douglas," 
finished the speaker irrelevantly. 

"Good, Doctor! And thanks to you, I have 
enjoyed this week ; it has proved a diversion, but 
— ah, there is that ever-present longing, and tor- 
menting thoughts never fail to bring me up stand- 
ing," finished the younger man sadly. 

It was at a noted seaside summer resort, and 
the summer season was at its full. These two 
men. Dr. Douglas MacDuncan and his elderly 
friend and fellow-practitioner, Dr. Thurlow 
Walker, whose home and practice were located in 
St. Matthew, near San Francisco, had run down 
in the latter man's automobile for a week's out- 
ing at the beach, before Dr. MacDuncan should 
depart for his home in Chicago, 

These doctors had been intimately associated 
with a medical college in Chicago, and on sever- 
ing his connection as president of that institu- 
tion. Dr. Walker had come west, where he had 
established a fine practice. Dr. MacDuncan, 
newly graduated, had remained in the " Windy 
City." 
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A few months previous to this visit west by the 
younger man, he had become suddenly possessed 
of a desire, amounting to passion almost, to 
once more visit his native state. 

The evening after having completed arrange- 
ments for his visit to California Dr. MacDuncan, 
in soliloquizing, said in closing, " A fool's errand 
doubtless; or at best a fruitless mission perhaps, 
yet I shall risk it! Mark must have seen her, 
for he oftentimes used to speak of that odor of 
sandalwood, and that was what attracted his at- 
tention. If she is in San Francisco I shall find 
her ! Sandalwood ! Oh, the memory of it ! " 
finished he bitterly, as he gazed at a tinted minia- 
ture. 

On this, their last afternoon at the sea-beach, 
the two men laid a plan to return in the auto- 
mobile to Dr. Walker's home in St. Matthew that 
evening by moonlight. 

All the long afternoon the beach pleasure build- 
ings — the Casino, Natatorium, Esplanade and 
Pleasure Pier, Scenic Railway and Merry-go- 
round, besides dozens of other concessions, 
teemed with a tide of restless humanity that 
surged back and forth, up and down, out and in, 
to and from, and the bustling, laughing, lurching, 



4 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

tramping mass, crowding good-naturedly, tired 
itself out by evening. All the concessions were 
doing a rushing business. The swimming tanks 
and hot salt baths claimed their quota of patrons, 
while the surf seemed a-swarm with bathers. 

The two men started to wade into the surf 
when the younger man asked, " Say, Doctor, do 
you know what they remind me of — ^all those in 
the water ? " 

" No, Douglas, what ? *' replied and asked the 
other in one breath. 

" Like so many luckless ants in a dish of syrup 
— watch them, with their heads bobbing above 
the surface of those thick ropy-looking swells ! " 

" You are right, Douglas — ^you with your 
poetry and puns — though I shouldn't have 
thought of so apt a comparison in a century — 
Ugh, but it's cold at first touch!" And Dr. 
Walker followed his companion into the tumbling 
surf, where the younger man soon made a duck 
through a big green comber. 

The beach was strewn with people, wallowing 
and sitting on the sand. Lovers lolled, with 
heads pillowed in sweethearts' laps. Parents, 
with little broods of toddlers, hovered the lacy 
water's edge, helping the youngsters to wade or 
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spade in the soft wet sand. Music played by 
the band seated in a shell shaped band-stand, 
floated out and over the restless multitude in 
melodious sound waves, blending with the tan- 
tophonical rhythm of pounding breakers and 
whistling buoy. A regatta of yachts, not far out, 
stood, with furled sails, lazily dipping and tilt- 
ing on an opalescent sea. 

When the two men, having finished their swim- 
ming bout, were once more dressed, they joined 
the wallowing mass on the sand ; sprawling, rather 
apart from the main crowd, there to await the 
yacht race, programmed for the late afternoon. 

"Douglas, don't go back to Chicago — I do 
wish you would reconsider your refusal to enter 
practice with me," urged Dr. Walker, scooping 
up a sand dune for a pillow. 

" Doctor, old friend, I thoroughly appreciate 
your interest, yet I simply can't, and it seems to 
me I've taxed your goodness too much already, 
with my troubles." 

" My * goodness ' ! Douglas, do you think if I 
were tired of you that I'd be asking you to remain 
with me ? In point of fact, I thought to tole you 
along by my coming to California," interrupted 
Dr. Walker. 
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"Well, as much as I regard your interest, 
Doctor, I've got to keep away from California, 
if I am to do anything worth while with my 
practice. You would find I should be simply 
good for nothing here." With a deeply drawn 
breath the speaker finished, " No-^the old asso- 
ciations — the familiar scenes and places — Oh, 
hang it all, man! By Halifax, I've got to cut 
the whole thing ! " With this Dr. MacDuncan 
sprawled on his stomach alongside his friend. 

Continuing along another line of the subject. 
Dr. Walker said, with feeling, "Douglas, you 
know your troubles seem mine. I am doubtful if 
you have given this latest clew as much attention 
as you should, and considering the size of San 
Francisco and vicinity, three months seem wholly 
inadequate for the search, I am thinking. Do 
you really believe Mark Brand saw her ? " 

" Yes, I feel positive he did, for he told me 
that he was first attracted by that odor of sandal- 
wood, and that noticing of it caused him to catch 
a glimpse of a head of plaited, pale golden hair, 
just as the owner became engulfed in the crowd,'* 
sadly replied Dr. MacDuncan. 

" Well, to be sure, Douglas, this is all circum- 
stantial, though I've noticed throughout life that 
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an odor, as well as a strain of music, is a most 
potent agent for refreshing a jaded memory. 
To me, at this late day, the spicy odor of a four 
o'clock will remind me of when, as a small 
country chap, I helped a wee maiden string 
wreaths of the little sweet scented blooms." 

Dropping this note of sentiment, Dr. Walker 
said, further, " One thing, Douglas, I should not 
place too much confidence in Morgan Byers, Jr., 
he seems as slippery as an eel to me. And it ap- 
pears that your detective just petered out — your 
former one. And Byers, Sr., appears to know 
absolutely nothing other than what you already 
know, eh ? " 

" Yes, absolutely nothing more than we both 
know, of how Morg. said he saw her on the eve 
of her disappearance, and how she told him she 
was going south. You see how handicapped I 
am — her threat in that letter — ^proceedings for 
divorce should she know of my trying to locate 
her? And my detective, all this time, has 
only drawn his salary — ^just petered out, as you 
put it." 

After a moment's silence, the speaker, in a 
tired manner, said further, " Do you know. 
Doctor, I am about convinced she meant the 
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* hate with the capital H ' — ^though God knows it 
is on her side only. So when I reflect on that 
patent fact I think what a blooming idiot I am 
to want to continue this chase of a will-o'-the 
wisp ! But, if only I could once lay eyes on her 
I should risk her hatred! Another thing, you 
know that hidden as she is from me, she can locate 
me through Byers and Son if she wishes. She 
doesn't wish; isn't it plain to be seen? A blind 
man ought to take a hint, but to save my life I 
can't give her up — not until I've seen her, at any 
rate ! " 

With a look of intense mental suffering Dr. 
MacDuncan, seemingly to change a distasteful 
subject, called his companion's attention to a 
woman and child a few feet away. 

" Doctor, do you see that kiddie with that little 
woman in black — ^there, beyond that sweetheart 
couple? The woman seems worried, and that 
little chap is ill, or I have never seen an invalid. 
See him on his all fours ? " 

As Dr. Walker raised himself on elbow to 
look, the woman hastily took the child in her 
arms and picked her way through the crowd off 
the beach. 

Settling himself to read, Dr. MacDuncan said. 
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on another subject, '* Doctor, I want you to read 
this book ; I've one more chapter, which I'll finish 
while those white wings are jockeying around 
the bay. I tell you what, the fellow who did this 
work knew what he wrote." 

" What is it, Douglas, and who wrote it ? " 
drowsily asked Dr. Walker. 

" Why ' Pre-Natal Influence ' is the title, and 
* Malcolm Denis ' is the signature of the author 
— he's new to me. The book isn't a medical 
affair at all, though it can teach one fledgling 
medico some things regarding heredity, all 
right ! " 

The speaker began reading, while his compan- 
ion, with hat over his eyes, went to sleep amid 
many contending noises. 

While the sails of the yachts were being un- 
furled, the incessant mumble of people was 
broken occasionally by other and more distinct 
sounds. A spieler announced in a mighty voice, 
through a megaphone, the exact time of the yacht 
race, after which he yelled, '* Ladies 'n Gent — sc 
I — ^wan' to 'noun-ce — that ^-mejit-ly arfter th' 
yawt ra-ce — there's agoin* t* take pla-ce-th' 
classiest ball gam-eh — of th' season-nh! Re- 
member th* tim-eh — an' th' pla-ce, over t' th' 
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ball groun-dh ! " Chiming with the megaphone 
were to be heard the high-keyed voices of news- 
boys, piping out, " Chroft'ick'CulI Call! 'nd Ix- 
satn-nerl" Also, among the lazing multitude on 
the sand, were little vendors, stepping cautiously 
with their weighted trays and baskets, shrilling 
out in adenoidal tchwangs, *' F-resh roast' pea- 
'nts, bu'rrd popcorn 'n' chew'n gum ! " inter- 
spersed with " T-scream — cor-ner-co-piers ! " 

In due time a hollow toot from a gasolene 
launch announced the start of the yacht race. 
The pretty white-winged boats sailed, circling 
around the bay; and the throbbing mass of 
humanity stopped its mumble and stood at at- 
tention. 

After the race was finished the megaphone 
sounded out the names of the winners, and the 
throbbing mass tossed its hat into the air, then 
dissolved — gradually melted away. 

The two friends waited on the sand, apart 
from the crowd, until the sun went down in a 
glory of colors. At this sublime spectacle the 
younger man exclaimed, "Just gaze on that, 
Doctor! See, old Sol is leaving, in that sublime 
sky picture, his great expanded hand ! See those 
long, crimson fingers raying up and apparently 
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pushing back that drape of gold and pink across 
the blue wall of sky! And look at this wide 
saffron-hued track across the water, quivering 
like molten metal, as it spans the space between 
sinking sun and shore! Isn't it all worth our 
stopping to see ? " 

Smiling, Dr. Walker ventured humorously, 
" Yes, Douglas, it is indeed a feast for the eyes, 
though I think it's time to feast our inner men, 
eh?" 

At this the other returned, " Ha, Doctor, why 
mix sunset and sentiment with sustenance — ^but 
come, let's away to the feed racks ! " 

Again the older man said, " Why mix senti- 
ment with bywords, as you did to-day; and just 
now, with plain slang ? " 

At this last sally, both men laughed and soon 
they repaired to the grill room in the second 
story of the Casino, there to dine beside the 
open front, looking out on the goodly picture 
of bay. 

An hour later, as the two came down the broad 
staircase. Dr. MacDuncan remarked, " Say, 
Doctor, while you go to order the machine and 
see the party, I'll just walk to the end of the 
pleasure pier, to get a last view of the buildings 
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after they are illuminated — or should you care 
to go along ? " 

" No, Douglas, you go on, it may be some time 
before I am through; besides I want to go to 
the garage to see the machine in person. I'll 
join you out there in the rotunda, where we shall 
hear the band concert; after which the moon 
should be high enough to enable us to get some 
fine views of the bay as we travel — if the fog 
permits." Dr. Walker glanced critically toward 
the water, and then added, " Better go before 
the throng gathers — it is dining." 

Dr. MacDuncan shook himself into his light 
overcoat, for he saw, skimming the surface of 
bay, long, wraith-like wisps of fog drifting in. 
These to him were signs which augured ill for 
the moonlight auto trip. He soon swung off 
down the board-walk, alongside the many pleas- 
ure buildings and concessions. This man ap- 
peared to be in his early thirties. Tall, above 
the average, with a breadth of shoulder match- 
ing that of a gladiator. Barring the slightest 
possible limp in his right leg, he was the very 
personification of athletic suppleness. Under a 
broad Stetson was visible a fine curve of large 
head. His hair, a dark chestnut brown, was 
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slightly grayed at the temples, and his closely 
cropped mustache gave him rather a military 
bearing. 

Dr. MacDuncan walked leisurely toward the 
pleasure pier, and in passing a bootblack stand, 
he paused, thinking to get a shine when the 
proprietor should be through with the one lone 
occupant of the stand. While waiting, he drew 
himself to a seat on top of the balustrade, oppo- 
site the stand, there to finish a cigar. However, 
he changed his mind, thinking to get the shine 
on his return, and while in the act of sliding 
from his seat, a loose-jointed son of Ham came 
shambling up and proceeded to put a pun to the 
proprietor of the bootblack stand, who had just 
finished with his customer. 

There occurred an incident resulting from the 
man's pausing to hear the darkies' good natured 
bantering of each other; an incident that in it- 
self was simple and commonplace enough, though 
in this particular case, it was mysterious and un- 
accountable, for it proved to be the very pivot 
on which was poised a balance of destiny for 
several people. It is a conceded fact, however, 
that many a trivial incident proves itself an 
active agent for direct change in paths of weal or 
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woe for atoms of humanity. In point of fact, a 
dialectical burlesque of nouns and verbs — 3, 
simple comedy whereby a man's curiosity was at- 
tracted — and the man's keen sense of humor, his 
innate ability to appreciate the comic side of life, 
caused the pause to listen, and the result of the 
succeeding incident proved to be an element oc- 
cupying one scale swung from the balance of 
destiny; each scale in this particular instance 
being weighted, respectively, by the negative 
elements, hope and despair. 

Constituting himself an audience of one, Dr. 
MacDuncan kept his seat, as the loose-jointed 
colored man, grinning confidently, hailed his 
friend with, " Hello ! Say, Joe, *f yuh hain't 
busy I got one at laist 'at yuh cain't guess ! " 
This challenge by the unbusy one resulted in the 
busy one's putting on the gloves of wit, to the 
confusion of the challenger. And as the chal- 
lenger put his pun, the man on the balustrade 
lighted another cigar, smiling. 

*' Fiah way, Jake, cain't yuh see ah hain't busy 
jist now ? " returned the bootblack. 

"Well, say, Joe, ah hates tuh do it — but — 
ahem ! Ef a blow ob win* makes de dust-fly, an* 
a blow of an ex makes de chifr-Ay, an' a blow of 
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a hawn makes de houn'-Ay, an' a blow ob a whip 
makes de hoss-run — ^no, ah mean a hoss-Hy; well, 
whut — whut kine ob a blow'W make de claret-Ay 
— hey ? — ^Ah betchy has't give tup ! " dared the • 
punster, as he blinked his eyes exultingly. 

" Aw, Jake, yuh fool nig ! Why cain't yuh 
gi' me sumpthin hahda? Why — why a blow on 
a nose'W make de claret-Ay, huh! — why to be 
co'se, yuh fool man!" answered Joe triumph- 
antly. 

" Well, see heah, Josuf, don' chu go to gittin 
too wise, ah hain't th'u yit. Now, as ah sayed 
befo', ef de win's bloin/ll make a dust-Ay — an' a 
ex^s blow'll make a chip-Ay, — an' a hawn's blouifll 
make a dog — ^no, ah mean a houn' fly, — an' — ^an' 
a whip's blow'll make — a — a — yes, hoss^Ay, — 
why will a hongry gizzud make a cawn-pone- 
an'-buttah'Ay, yes, whyf An' say, jist wait a 
minute — ^jist tell me 'f yuh kin why a raid, raid 
rose's bloom is called a Aowah-blow? Now yuh 
wise up or giv' tup ! " confidently challenged 
Jake once more. 

"Aw Jake, yuh git tout, yuh fool! Yuh 
bettah aisk why 'tis a hawn o' claret makes a 
niggah-blow, — an' why a raid, raid nose's bloom 
is called a whiskey-blow, an' " Joe did not 
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finish, for Jake interrupted with, " Now, 3ruh 
list'n heah, Josephus, yuh gotta cut thet tout. 
Donchu go to gittin' so pussonal! Now say ef 
a blow of de hawn when de cawn's in bloom 
makes de houn-Ay arfter a fat raccoon — an' — 
an' " 

" Jake ! " expostulated Joe, as he picked up a 
brush and made out as if he were going to work 
at his vacant stand, " ah tell yuh tuh shet tup 
yuh bloomin' mug! Ef yuh don't quit a blowin' 
yuh bloomin' hawn ah'U whack yuh a blow on 
yuh bloomin' snout tell it blooms an' blows laik 
de raid, raid nose — an' yuh'll rose-an' fly, an' 
yuh'll blow an' shout hal-lee-lu-yah ! Yah! 
Yah ! An' say, Jake, hoi' on, wait a minute ; ah 
hain't done 'ith yuh! Say coon, kin yuh tell 
me how an' why all o' dem blamed shotes o' ol' 
whiskey Jake's come to git tight ? Aw haw, yuh 
cain't! Well, he jist blowed his bloomin^ bref 
into his hawg-pain, an' it wuz so bloomin^ strong 
it blowed eveh bloomin' pig oveh — Yah! Yah! 
Yuh bettah paiss on now — Good evenin' Jake ! " 
roared Joe, his black face shining with humor. 

" Now, see heah, Mistah Jee-sophus Blootback, 

befo' ah does go, ah's a notion tuh " Jake. 

did not get to say what he had a notion of doing, 
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for Joe waved him off with, " Shet tup n' gwan 
— ah beat yuh et yuh own game ; so niggah, yoo 
beat tit now! Yuh cain't come't oveh me agin 
t' night, foh ah's stannin' on wood — an' ah's got 
mah fingehs crost — gwan, ah say! It's King's 
Ex foh me and twenty-th'ee foh yuh, so laist 
look ! Yah ! Yah ! Yah ! " 

Jake, the vanquished, passed along, grinning in 
high good humor, while Joe, chuckling at his vic- 
tory over the punster began to rid up his stand 
for the night. 

It so happened that not another soul was in 
sight, and immediately following Joe's peroration 
and the shambling on of Jake, and as the man 
on the balustrade slid to the floor, a woman sud- 
denly whipped around from the corner of the 
Natatorium, pausing hesitatingly in front of the 
boot-black. She was of medium height and was 
dressed in black, excepting for a white shawl 
which she hugged tightly over her head. 

At the moment when Dr. MacDuncan was in 
the act of stepping out of hearing a something 
in the woman's manner arrested his action. She 
spoke to Joe in a frightened manner, yet it was 
not so much what she said, but the tone of voice 
that caused the doctor to listen as she said in 
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agitation, " My good man, are you acquainted in 
this city — can you recommend a first-class doc- 
tor to me ? " 

" Yas, maam, ah suah kin, foh ahs libed heah 
foh nigh onto twenty yeah, an' Doctah Mahtin 
is a mighty " 

Interrupting, the woman said in haste, *'Oh, 
good ! Now, seeing you are at leisure, I shall be 
mighty glad if you can get him to my cottage — 
No 45, Porpoise Avenue — right away, my good 
man, and Til pay you well — ^you call, will you ? " 

Before the astonished Joe could think what 
had occurred to prevent him from obtaining a fat 
tip. Dr. MacDuncan went quickly to the woman's 
side, saying, as he raised his hat, " Pardon me. 
Madam; if you will kindly tolerate a self intro- 
duction, I will say that I am a physician — Dr. 
MacDuncan; and my services are at your com- 
mand if you can waive this very unprofessional 
interference." 

A moment later, as if in pre-arrangement. Dr. 
Walker, lean, lithe and distinguished-looking, 
came striding up, saying, " Well, Douglas, my 
errands are done, so thought I'd join you on the 

pier " Another introduction followed, the 

situation being soon explained to the newcomer. 
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The woman, with tears in her eyes and voice, 
said, finally: 

" Doctor Duncan," — she had missed the Mac 
in the doctor's self introduction — " I have a 
mighty sick little boy, and being so far from my 
kinfolks I am so nervous and frightened — ^he has 
been ailing for some time, and I brought him 
here from the mountains a few days ago, think- 
ing this sea air would benefit. But this evening 
he has grown worse, suddenly. Oh, Doctor, he 
is so sick — ^and — and — I am going — ^to trust him 
to you — ^though you are unrecommended and a 

« 

stranger to me ! " The woman sobbingly gasped 
out her woe as she tiptoed to look into the face of 
the tall man, so eagerly anxious was she to look 
into his eyes in the gathering twilight. 

Dr. MacDuncan slipped some money into Joe's 
hand, and with both physicians reassuring the 
distressed woman, they three set out for her cot- 
tage, where another woman, presumably another 
" Cottage City " guest, let them in. 

On a bed lay a little boy, apparently near five 
years of age, moaning and tossing in fever and 
pain. At regular intervals, as a more severe, 
spasm seemed to seize him, he would cry out and 
draw his knees nearly to his chin. On his childish 
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face was the pinched look of intense suffering. 
The little fever-flushed face retained a baby cast 
of features, with wide-set, wide-open gray eyes 
and dark lashes and brows; while his Dutch cut 
fluff of hair was a pale auburn. 

As the three people entered the room the little 
invalid held up his chubby hands and cried, ** O, 
MsL-mee! TAdL-mee!" 

" Never you mind, Darlin' Baby," replied the 
woman, bending over the little sufferer, " Ma- 
mee's brought her baby the nicest doctor — ^and 
Honey Child, he's going to cure Msi-mee's baby 
boy — And listen, Darlin', he has the nicest name 
— Duncan — ^just like yours. Pet ! " 

The doctor, after having felt the little pulse, 
very unprofessionally and almost unconsciously, 
lifted the child in his arms and seated himself in 
the chair beside the bed. The little sufferer 
nestled up against the broad bosom as if he 
sought a place of safety from pain. For a period 
of five minutes the doctor let his eyes alternately 
range between the face of the baby and that of 
the woman on the opposite side of the bed. Re- 
assuringly he said, " Now, Duncan, we'll stop all 
this naughty old pain — ^we'U just take a stick to 
it, so we will ! " 
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As if to divert the child's mind further, he 
continued, " Say, didn't I see you and MsL-mee 
on the beach to-day ? " 

"Uh, huh, an' I seened you, too. You wass 
a-goin' t' read a book 'ike Mover's got — I had to 
'eave my nice san' cas'l what Ma-mee wass a 
makin' me, cause my 'tomic did ache ! " 

With this from the child, a severe paroxysm 
of pain seized him and Dr. MacDuncan tenderly 
laid him on the bed again. 

In the course of a short time a most careful ex- 
amination of the case by both physicians was ac- 
complished, after which they, looking at each 
other, said just one word — " appendictomy." 

" Yes, and soon," added Dr. MacDuncan. 

A hurried consultation with the woman resulted 
in altered plans for the two men, relative to a 
proposed automobile trip by moonlight. When 
Mrs. Villiers was made to thoroughly under- 
stand that the life of her precious child hung in 
the balance, with the chance of his passing 
threatening to swing lower than the chance of his 
living, then it was she gave in and helped these 
two strangers take her darling boy, on a stretcher, 
to catch the 8:10 train. In another two hours 
they were in Walker Hospital in St. Matthew 
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near San Francisco. In the early morning of the 
following day an operation for appendicitis was 
successfully performed on the child by Dr. Mac- 
Duncan, assisted by Dr. Walker. 

Many an operation is successfully performed, 
yet the patient unaccountably passes away, to the 
confusion and regret of many a skilful surgeon. 

And this little patient — but — ^there is more to 
this strangely common tale, and the knot 
threatens to be tied in the wrong end of the 
thread of the story, yet it is well to let the slender 
filament dangle clear of the knot for a time. 
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CHAPTER II 



THE TWO OF THEM 



As it IS a woman's especial prerogative to take 
precedence over man in many instances, so shall 
it be in the case of these two short genealogical 
records of the two people directly connected with 
this story. 

Malcolm Louden, of Scotch birth, prominent 
in civic affairs in Los Angeles, was married in 
this same city to Virginia Denis, she being of 
remote Irish ancestry and a native of Virginia. 

Louden died, leaving his wife and daughter 
Denise, who was near sixteen years of age, his 
life insurance and a sum of money in the bank, 
it being sufficient in all to keep them in comfort, 
if not in affluence. 

A wise man was this canny Scot. In his will 
he specified that his wife was to have control of 
the legacy, and that she should see to it that his 
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daughter should have the best of educational ad- 
vantages — " To fit her to earn her own living, 
if necessary, so that she shall be beholden to no 
man for support; though I would not have her 
scorn the honest love of an honorable man, but 
would have her to be his equal." This was the 
way Malcolm Louden put it. 

After the daughter should become self-sup- 
porting, then the money was to become the wife's 
as long as she lived single, but in case of her 
second marriage it was to be equally divided be- 
tween the two. 

The will being wholly holographic, he had 
added, also in his own hand, a lot of advice to 
his loved ones, that he knew he was to soon leave 
to the mercies of the world. " I leave the whole 
amount to. you, dear, because I know you will do 
what is right by our daughter, and because I 
know you are not fitted educationally to cope 
with life. I do not want either of my loved ones 
to be beholden to any man for support/' In 
these words Louden made his wishes plain to 
his wife. 

Denise Louden being just seventeen years her 
mother's junior, they were more like sisters 
than mother and daughter, only with this dif- 
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ference. Indeed the daughter, having in- 
herited many of her father's strong traits of 
character, together with resembling him as much 
as is possible for woman to resemble man, the 
mother came to rely upon the daughter. 

Mrs. Louden was a woman of medium height 
and build. She was dark of hair, fair of com- 
plexion, with dark blue eyes. The color and ex- 
pression of eyes, Denise had inherited from her 
mother, and with voices toned alike, here the 
resemblance between mother and daughter 
ceased. They had only one known relative 
living — ^an aunt of Mrs. Louden's, who lived in 
Virginia. 

Denise Louden, in face and form was a fit 
model for either artist or sculptor. Large, and 
taller she was than the average; her face a per- 
fect oval; her eyes so dark a blue they looked 
black as they gazed out from long dark lashes. 
Her dark eyebrows were arched across a fore- 
head of medium height and breadth. Her nose 
was small and straight, but for the very slightest 
tendency to be tiptilted. Her generous sized 
mouth, with its short, full upper lip — deeply in- 
dented, meeting the also full underlip at the line 
of upper teeth — seemed comfortably filled with 
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good teeth, and although Denises teeth were 
perhaps not as evenly set as some, they were the 
envy of many who had not teeth of the pearly 
whiteness of hers. The top glory of this 
young girl was her hair. It just missed being 
light auburn by being a pale gold, and no matter 
what the style of hair dressing, she wore hers 
always plaited in two great plaits which she 
coiled around the crown of her head. Around 
her face was always a fluffy mass of hair — 2l fit 
halo for so fair a face I With this hair, her dark 
blue eyes and dark eyebrows, a complexion the 
tint of milk, together with her perfect form, this 
girl acted on the artistic senses like a magnet. 
She had about her person always a faint oriental 
odor — an aroma of sandalwood it was, and it 
seemed wholly out of harmony with her un- 
oriental type. The penchant for this particular 
scent in toilet powder was Denise's one and only 
incongruity. She was a good dresser, that is, in 
taste, for she wore things which always matched 
her type, her principal choice in color being navy 
blue — ^with white tailored shirtwaists, and hats 
of either blue or white. Many times her navy 
jackets were alternated by white sweaters. 
Denise's well poised head, with her round chin 
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held rather high, gave an impression of hauteur; 
but simmered down, the hauteur was only a keen 
sense of self-respect and independence. This 
girl was wholly sufficient unto herself. 

Denise Louden's convictions along lines of 
progressive mental development were keenly 
shown by her eager interest in every movement 
educational. And though she was an indefatig- 
able reader and student, she was also fond of 
amusements, particularly musical. Being the 
possessor of a deep, rich contralto voice, had she 
made her specialty of vocal music no doubt she 
would have been hunted out by the opera voice 
developers. To hear her laugh was to hear 
music — then it was that her whole face smiled 
and her half shut eyes were full of dangerously 
engaging gleams. 

When this girl was by herself she had in her 
eyes always a far distant look, a something yet to 
be fulfilled for her — a far vision. She was a day 
dreamer, pure and simple! 

Such was Denise Louden when she entered col- 
lege at the age of eighteen years. 

Mrs. Louden went with her daughter to live 
in a city a few miles from the college and Denise 
went daily to and from school by rail. For 
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nearly three years this order of things was kept 
up when a change in their affairs took place. 

Mr. and Mrs. Brock, close friends of Mrs. 
Louden and Denise, begged Mrs. Louden to go 
to Europe with them, while Denise should be 
finishing her college career. By the added coax- 
ing of her daughter Mrs. Louden went abroad 
for the year with her friends, so the beginning 
of the fall semester found Denise living in the 
adjoining town, where she went to and from 
school on her bicycle. 

When this young girl entered college she was 
soon rushed by two of the leading girls' sorori- 
ties; but she refused their bids, for she wanted 
to feel untrammeled by any fraternal obliga- 
tions. Her time, other than what she should 
require for study to keep up with her classes, 
she purposed devoting to an object along en- 
tirely different lines. 

Denise had only one intimate girl-friend — 
Phoebe Devine, who like herself preferred the 
general privilege of being numbered with the 
"barbarians" rather than have the doubtful, to 
them, esoteric advantages which were said to 
accrue from belonging. 

Phoebe, all life and animation, was a person of 
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the fluffy order. She was a direct antithesis to 
Denise in personal appearance, hers being a 
dark type. It was at Phoebe's home where 
Denise went to live that last year. 

The detailing of this description of Denise 
Louden is so given in order to make more lucid 
what shows forth in the course of time. And so 
shall it be in describing the man in the case. 

Douglas MacDuncan, having matriculated at 
college at the same time as did Denise Louden, 
had been an orphan since he could remember. 
His mother died at his birth in Northern Cali- 
fornia. 

Bob MacDuncan, of Scotch ancestry, with an 
eighth of Cherokee blood in his veins, took his 
motherless bairn to his brother and sister-in-law 
in Chicago, and before Douglas was old enough 
to know his father, the father died also; leaving 
his little boy to be reared by his brother, who was 
a man wholly absorbed in his business. So the 
boy was in reality reared by his aunt — ^ woman 
completely engrossed in her housekeeping. 

By virtue of his father's will Douglas Mac- 
Duncan was not to come into full possession of 
his considerable inheritance until he should reach 
the age of twenty-six years. The uncle was ap- 
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pointed guardian of both the boy and the legacy ; 
and when Douglas should reach his majority he 
was to receive a stated sum of money annually. 
Although it was a generous allowance, it was 
stipulated that Douglas should be careful to con- 
fine his wants to the size of the allowance, as no 
other moneys could he have until he should in- 
herit the whole amount — ^all in accordance with 
his father's will. 

When this young man entered college his fine 
athletic physique together with his all-compel- 
ling personality, furnished the incentives for the 
sobriquet — "The Roman." It clung to him 
throughout his college career, and longer. 

His strong features can best be described in 
profile. From the line of an upward, wavy 
sweep of dark brown hair, which covered luxur- 
iently a large round head, was the almost 
straight downward stroke of forehead, it being 
of medium height and breadth — then a slightly 
curved stroke of high bridged nose — wide- 
nostriled — with a short rounded curve to a short, 
backward, horizontal stroke. These, completing 
the lines of forehead and nose. The line of upper 
lip dropped straight, meeting the underlip at a 
wide, firm mouth, which closed easily over large 
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teeth. With wide set, open gray eyes and a firm 
square chin, this about completes the details of 
Douglas MacDuncan's features. 

This young man, possessing a temperament as 
ignorant of restraint along lines pertaining to 
mind and action, coupled with his freedom from 
penury, it did seem a strange coincidence that he 
had few if any vices. In contact with his fellows 
he was a pleasant acquaintance to many and a 
close friend to a few. 

Morgan Byers, Sr., an old-time friend of 
Douglas' father, and also an attorney in San 
Francisco, was detailed by the uncle to pay to 
Douglas his annuity, while the young man should 
be at college in California. Byers had a son 
about Douglas' age, who also entered college at 
the same time with Douglas. 

Morgan Byers, Jr., was as dissimilar to Mac- 
Duncan as it was possible to be. While Douglas 
was a man whom anybody would trust on sight, 
Byers was the opposite. He was repellent, with 
a suspicion of cunning and craftiness. He was 
below medium height and slender. Morgan's 
chief characteristic was a love of fine clothing; 
he liked to adorn his figure with fashionable 
clothes, and after entering college he became an 
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authority and stickler for the latest cuts in col- 
lege garments. His weak, pale blue eyes, having 
in them always a shifty look, seemed to fit his 
sallow complexion; and his thin, nondescript- 
colored hair, threatening early aleopecia, covered 
sparsely a badly shaped head, it being almost 
straight up from his neck line at the back. With 
lips which seemed entirely too short, or teeth 
seemingly much too long, Morgan's mouth was 
seldom closed. 

Douglas MacDuncan was popular from the 
first, and Morgan Byers endeavored to shine in 
the light of the larger man's popularity. Both 
were members of the same fraternity; both on 
the football team. Though while Douglas was in 
a prominent position in everything Morgan was 
always in a very minor capacity — Douglas' pro- 
nounced personality placing him in the lead 
without any effort on his own part. 

While this young man never neglected his 
regular college work nor any student athletic 
activities, he having joined a gun club, had found 
time in which to pursue his favorite sport. He 
was a devoted Nimrod as well as a faithful fol- 
lower of Isaac Walton, and many a holiday 
found him off on a sporting trip. 
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Another hobby with Douglas MacDuncan was 
his violin, and in this amateurish side issue he 
excelled many who considered themselves pro- 
fessionals. 

There was much cause for speculation among 
the wise ones, in that this young man with his un- 
usual amount of good looks, not to mention his 
extreme popularity, should be so seldom seen in 
company of the fair co-eds — only in a general 
way. 

MacDuncan had known Denise Louden slightly 
from the first. She had attracted his artistic eye 
by her unusual type of beauty, but it was not 
until, through the course of college affairs, he 
was thrown into closer contact with Denise that 
he lost himself to her. It was at the beginning of 
their last year, and in the contact it was clearly 
love, akin to veneration with the young man for 
this girl with the pale gold hair. So Douglas' 
hunting and fishing trips grew more infrequent 
as he sought Denise on every occasion. He way- 
laid her, and eventually he became a regular 
visitor at Judge Devine's home where Denise 
lived. 

Denise was truly and deeply in love with 
Douglas, yet she seemed always to be repelling 
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his ardor somehow. No doubt it was because 
of his constant and insistent urging of her to 
marry him when they should be through college. 
She appeared content to have him her lover but 
she was not ready to have him her husband. 
This condition of matters did not deter Denise 
from accepting the homage paid her by Douglas 
in a sort of camaraderie spirit. 

She duly informed her mother of this status 
of affairs between herself and Douglas Mac- 
Duncan, and Mrs. Louden, having heard much 
of this young man, with later accounts of him 
from the Devines, remembered what her hus- 
band had said about not scorning the honest 
love of an honorable man, and she wrote to 
her daughter : " Be sure of your own mind, 
Denise. I have no doubt he is all I hear he is, 
but, daughter, you have had comparatively no 
young womanhood as yet ; better take time." 

Morgan Byers had also taken an open liking 
for the society of Miss Louden. Heretofore he 
had tried, in a quiet way, to attract her attention 
to himself, though he had not dared the possi- 
bility of losing caste with the very exclusive 
sorority girls by openly showing interest. And, 
since "The Roman*' had shown independence 
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enough to court this pale golden-haired girl's 
society, "barbarian" though she was, why, he 
could also dare, especially when he could man- 
age to be seen with her in company with " The 
Roman." If Denise appeared to snub this young 
man his enlarged ego told him that it was be- 
cause heretofore he had tried to pay court to her 
in a surreptitious manner. 

In reality Miss Louden had never even liked 
Morgan Byers, and just as soon as he began to 
try hard to compel her regard she immediately 
took a violent dislike to him. 

" Douglas, why did you allow that little lump 
of conceit and vanity to come here with you last 
night?" Denise had remonstrated with Douglas 
one evening as they sat on a wicker settee in the 
garden, in a discussion of Morgan. " I cannot 
for the life of me seem to like him ; I feel, after 
he has been here, as though his very presence 
had left a trail as slimily shiny as that of a snail ! " 

" What a simile, Denny ! Why, Morg's a nice 
little boy, only you have to know him," replied 
Douglas, teasingly. 

"Do you want me to know him?" archly 
asked Denise, with a pronounced accent on know. 
No, by Halifax, I don't ; come to think of it, 
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I don't want you to love anybody but Doug. 
MacD. ! " 

" Say, Douglas, I saw a snail's slimy track on 
the walk this morning — that is where I got the 
simile — ^but, really, Douglas, how can you even 
endure him ? He seems so effeminate that a pipe 
even looks out of place in his mouth. The only 
manly thing about him is his name — Morgan; 
it's a rather strong sounding name and to think 
he owns it ! " said Denise, in disgust. 

" Well, the poor dog ought to have some strong 
point, — ^but Denise, just think of his art in dress, 
won't you?" said Douglas, still banteringly. 

"That, is the crowning point; his fine dress 
only accentuates his complexion — ^the color of 
raw pie dough ; his pale eyes, as expressionless as 
an imitation turquoise bead at the end of a hat- 
pin; and, yes, his eyes are even shaped like the 
slits in a pie, too! But, Douglas, to lay jokes 
aside he seems so ungenuine to me ! " finished 
Denise. 

"Look here, Denny, my love," returned 
Douglas, "you are as full of burlesqueous 
satire this evening as you can be ; but Morg. likes 
your society, and can't you see that he's as tickled 
as a puppy chewing on a shoe it has no business 
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with, to get even a chance to gnaw occasionally 
on the ragged edge of your sweet presence, 
girly?" teased Douglas as he appropriated a 
hand which he held close to his lips. 

" What do you really think of him, Douglas ? " 
asked Denise, after they had laughed together at 
the summing up of Morg. 

" Well, to be exact, Denise, I also suspect him 
to be of as doubtful genuineness as — z cold 
storaged egg, for instance — but, sweetheart, we 
two don't have to eat him, and he shall come 
here no more with me ; I'll see to that ! " 

"That's it; now I shall not be compelled 
against my will to know him ! " said Denise, as 
she sent a gleam of mischief at Douglas from her 
half shut eyes. 

" No, by hokey, for if you go to knowing any 
other person — of the genus man — with intent to 
commit love — well, there's going to be some fur 
flying; I'll sure not bring Morg. here again, 
Denny. But say, did you say your story came 
back, and that you were a little discouraged ? " 
asked Douglas, more soberly, as he turned the 
subject. 

" Yes, it came back," and Denise sighed. 

" Well, send it to " The Eastern," Denny— 
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don't give it up. You see, I am an acting exem- 
plification of perseverance, for I am going to ask 
you again — now sit still, Denny, for I want to 
thresh this subject out with you," said Douglas, 
as he held her to the seat. 

"Oh, Douglas, don't, please — ^let us just be 
engaged for — for, oh, quite a long time yet. 
You see, I am not quite sure that I love you — 

well, anyway, enough to marry you " She 

did not finish for Douglas instantly interrupted. 
" Nice state of affairs, this ! Girl let's fellow put 
arm around waist — fact is, she likes to have him 
do so; fellow kisses her on lips — girl hints gently 
for fellow to stop; so he puts kisses right back 
where he found them — then she laughs and feels 
sorry for fellow, so gives him some kisses of her 
own accord! Yet, she is not certain that she 
loves him — ha! ha! — Denny how do you like 
this hypothetical reasoning? " 

" Oh, you old cheater, it's the very first time I 
have ever kissed you of my own accord — so it 
shall be sometime before I do so again, if, by my 
doing so, you are going to twit me with it, sir! " 
said Denise, in mock spirit. 

" Now, Denny dear, I didn't mean to cheat 
you into kissing me, and I only want to show you 
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that you do love me well enough to marry me, 
and you know you do, don't you, sweetheart?" 
urged Douglas. 

" Ye-s — I suppose I do love you — ^Douglas 

but " She was looking around in his eyes 

again, with her own, half shut — " Um-m — ^you 
unfair old cheat! " she said, as she smoothed her 
cheek. 

" Well, is a fellow to sit still and get shot 
when a girl dares him with her eyes as you do 
me ! " exulted the * fellow.' " Now, will you 
promise ? " 

"No, Douglas, not yet!" 
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CHAPTER III 



THEIR WOOING 



It is not the intention, nor is it within the 
power, for that matter, of the narrator of this 
tale to deal technically and in detail with the 
college careers of Denise Louden and Douglas 
MacDuncan. But just enough shall be given 
of their last year's intercourse to show how per- 
sistently the man courted the woman, and how 
he succeeded in winning her to a more speedy 
marriage than she wished. There shall also be 
set forth in the course of time several incidentals 
which, many may think, border the realm of 
fancy very closely. 

Douglas had scarcely known Denise a month, 
intimately, when he began seriously to urge a 
speedy marriage — as soon as they should both 
be graduated. 

At times she almost gave in to his pleadings, 








" He held her off at arm's length, and as he gazed at her gown, 
he exclaimed " 
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but no sooner was she in a notion to say yes, 
than with hasty resilience, her inner and more 
conservative self, as she took it, told her to put 
him off until he should at least settle on some 
kind of life-work — also until she herself should 
accomplish something worth while. 

Matters stood about thus when one balmy 
Sunday afternoon found the two on the summit 
of a grassy hill. The early fall rains had 
changed the landscape from varying shades of 
yellow and brown to a soft green ; and Douglas, 
having his field-glass, they viewed the goodly pic- 
ture at close range. 

Straight across the valley in the perspective 
lay a blue dab of water — a prong of bay. 
Farther away, more to their right, in the clear 
purple distance, were varying heights of rolling 
green foothills, backing up against a range of 
mountains. On one of the mountains gleamed 
the great white dome of an astronomical observ- 
atory. Closer to the gazers were level green 
stretches of field, and orchards which were yel- 
lowing fast. The many odors of autumn and 
chirp of birds were wafted with sweet intrusion 
up to the loiterers on the hill. 

" Oh, Douglas ! " had exclaimed Denise, just 
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as they started out on their jaunt, " I am so 
glad! See here, one of my stories has been ac- 
cepted — and paid for, too — aren't you also 
glad," as she exhibited a small slip of blue 
paper. 

" Well ! well ! I should say yes ! Which one 
was it, Denny ? " questioned Douglas, pleased at 
her success. 

"Oh, why, the one which was returned, you 
know, and which I then sent by your suggestion 
to * The Eastern ' ; you remember, the title was 
'As the Twig is Bent.' My others Fve not 
heard from as yet; but, listen, 'The Eastern' 
wants more along the same style. Now isn't that 
just too fine for anything, Douglas?" finished 
Denise, with pardonable pride at her success. 

" Well, I should rather smile, Denny ! But 
hurry and let's be off — we'll climb a hill or two 
so that you can get a bit of new inspiration — 
see?" 

As the two loiterers on the hill proceeded to 
sit down for a while before they descended, 
Douglas launched out with, " So, Madam, you 
are a full-fledged bluestocking! ahem! Pardon 
me — ^perhaps I should in the presence of a lady, 
have said bluehose," — ^putting the tips of his 



A BALANCE OF DESTINY 43 

fingers in front of his mouth in mock apology. 
In dodging the handful of grass thrown a small 
spear landed in one of the joker's eyes. So after 
Denise had carefully wiped it out with a corner 
of his white silk handkerchief and had kissed 
the closed eye to make it well, Douglas continued 
with what he had started in to say before the 
grass throwing. 

" Now, Denny, I want to show you a case 
of other hopes going to be fulfilled. You see, we 
have in view a living, breathing demonstration 
of the fact that you are now self-supporting; 
also that the grinning spectre of your ever being 
* beholden to ana mon for support ' is, for all 
time, effectually laid. Well, in view of these 
patent facts I am once more asking you to ac- 
cept yours respectfully, for better or for worser ; 
just as soon as this year closes — ^and turns Den. 
and Doug, out of limbo ? " 

Denise never answered a word as she looked 
off in the direction of the distant mountains. 
Picking up her hand and smoothing it, Douglas 
continued, " Say, Denny dear, — I am not joking 
— I want you, and can't you see that I shall need 
you when we are through college? " 

Another pause ensued, in which Denise let her 
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gaze, and also her thoughts, apparently, wander 
far afield. So Douglas, taking another course, 
went on, " I haven't been a spendthrift, Denny, 
so have a goodly sum saved from my allowance ; 
and there isn't one blooming thing to hinder. 
Your mother knows of me and you say she has 
given her consent — besides I shall esteem it my 
especial privilege to look out for your mother's 
welfare — ^and — ^and, girly, you can scribble to 
your heart's content; haven't you one bit of en- 
couragement — Denny — uh ? " 

Soberly and piainstakingly Denise replied, 
*' No, Douglas, you do not need me, however 
much you may want me. As for my mother — it 
fair makes me laugh, for she doesn't seem much 
older than we; and Douglas, she has means 
enough to enable her to live wherever she 
pleases, though I hope to have her near me al- 
ways — thank you, though, just the same." With 
her eyes persistently fastened on distance, 
Denise gently drew her hand away from Douglas. 

" But, really, Denise, why won't you consider 
it ? " urged the lover, as he recovered the hand. 

" Oh, Douglas, you are so young ! Why, do 
you know that I had hoped to marry a man at 
the very least, ten years my senior ! " she replied. 



i 
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as she placed a comma between her last four 
words, while she ran her slender fingers through 
the upward sweep of his thick hair with her 
disengaged fingers. 

" Ha ! ha ! " exulted he, " how old and wise it 
has grown within the past few hours ; and, why, 
Denny, that is the least fault you can possibly 
find of me, for can't you realize that I shall out- 
grow it — in time. Bosh ! — ^ten years your senior 
— huh! Missy, I am older than you are — so 
there! Next objection, please," as he laughed 
long and loud. 

" Well, why can't you see that I should be a 
regular millstone about your neck, Douglas '^ 

'* Let us see ! " he interrupted, as he quickly 
ducked his head under an arm, the hand of which 
he held. " Well, I like this kind of a millstone ! " 

Ignoring his pun, Denise kept on with, " Yes, 
I should be a positive hindrance to your getting 
settled in your life's work — what do you purpose 
doing, anyhow?" as she let the arm remain 
where he had placed it. 

" Well, Denny, it is this way — I haven't really 
fixed on anything in particular. You see, — about 
all the big railroads have been built — all the big 
irrigation projects started, or finished — all the 
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big promotion schemes, all the Panama canals/* 
— a hand was suddenly clapped over his mouth. 
After promising to be good, Douglas continued, 
" Listen here, girly, I have been really offered a 
' posish,' in a High School up North as Prof, of 
Chem. and et-ceteries. What do you think of 
that?" 

Encouragingly Denise replied, "Why don't 
you accept, Douglas? It may be a step toward 
something higher! Who knows but what you 
may become a professor down here." As she 
caught the gleam of mischief in his wide set 
gray eyes she finished, "Ah, Douglas, you 
are laughing at me again when I would be 
serious ! " 

" No josh, girly," he replied, " but I am not 
built for a specialist in a High — ^why the latitude 
is too narrow for me — I could never confine my- 
self to it. To tell you the whole truth, I don't 
want to do a thing for a while — only to just love 
you, Denny, and be happy ! " as he drew the arm 
tighter around his neck. 

" Douglas, listen to me ! You just have to put 
duty first, before you can hope for enduring 
happiness ; for just so sure as you put happiness 
against duty, just so sure is its own purpose de- 
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f eated, and you will lose the very thing you strive 
for ! Am I not right, dearest ? " she questioned, 
as she kissed his cheek, with more show of affec- 
tion than she had yet shown. *' I sometimes 
think," she continued, "that the very fact of 
your having means is in a way detrimental to 
your well-doing and but for which I am sure that 
my husband to be, would be something to be 
proud of — a something big, and grand, and 
fine ! " 

" Is your preachment through, Denise ? Don't 
worry, girly, you will live to be proud of your 
husband yet/' 

" Say," as he proceeded in a convincing 
manner, "Denny, I never told you what old 
Prof, of first year's phys. advised me, did I? 
Well, when he and I went on that long tramp 
I've told you of, he tried to make it plain to me 
that I was patterned for medicine and surgery — 
just because — well, it was this way. We were at 
Monterey for a salmon kill, and the old duffer, 
falling asleep in the end of the launch, tumbled 
in the briny. After a struggling time of it I got 
him on the sand, where I had the time of my life 
rolling the water out of him — seemed like he 
had tried to soak up all the moisture there was in 
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the Pacific. I finally got him breathing once 
more, after I'd pumped air into his thorax for 
an endless length of time. Then, as if that acci- 
dent weren't enough, he managed, before we left 
there to get a salmon hook in his thigh, and I 
cut it out. So on these two incidents he based 
his faith in my ability to learn to either cure or 
kill people, via drugs or the scalpel." 

At the end of a few moments' meditation on 
the part of both, Denise said, " Well, why don't 
you study medicine,' Douglas ; it is a noble calling 
and in the few years of your preparation I, too, 
shall have accomplished something. With Eng- 
lish as my major, I had hoped to teach — now, 
don't you laugh, sir; I can teach it if I don't 
talk it," finished she, as she peered lovingly 
around into Douglas' eyes. 

"Of course you can, Denny; but, say now, let 
us cut out work for the balance of the after- 



noon." 



As she started to get to her feet he continued, 
as he pulled her back to the ground beside him- 
self, " Sit still, girlie, and let us forget dull care 
for a few minutes. By Halifax I I've been work- 
ing like a blindfolded mule on a pumping plant 
for the past few years, and now I propose taking 
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the blindfold off to take a long, long look at the 
whole, wide world, which belongs to me by right 
of acquirement; and it's now sitting right here 
beside me — all topped in pale gold ! " He 
gathered her in his arms and kissed her hair and 
her face, with as much earnestness as he was 
capable of; then immediately he launched out 
into a loud, laughing tenor — " A hunting we will 
go ! A hunting we will go ! A hunting we will 
go ! A hunt — ing — ^we — ^will go ! " 

It was simply impossible for this young 
woman to resist the power of this young man's 
effervescing humor and his many methods of 
wooing her. 

As he finished the chorus Douglas hastily 
plucked a gorgeous late poppy which was grow- 
ing with a clump of others within his reach. 
Then after first holding it under Denise's chin 
to see if she liked butter, he preceded — in mock 
earnestness as he dropped his voice to a tragi- 
comic tone — ^to pull one by one each of the four 
petals off, with : " Sh' loves meh ! — Sh' loves meh 
naught ! — Sh' loves meh ! — Sh' loves me naught ; 
There, now, m' fair dame, it is as I haff always 
th-ough-t ! " At this, Denise burst into a peal of 
laughter, which was so pronounced that the 
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birds, singing in the one lone tree near them, 
paused to hsten. 

An hour later, as the two went arm in arm 
down the grassy hillside, to Douglas's question 
Denise answered, " Yes, dearest, I am happy, and 
I do love you, oh, so much but — I won't promise 
not yet ! " 

The evening before " the big game " there took 
place a rally. Or rather the participants acting 
like savages before a battle, the rally had more 
the semblance of a wild orgie than otherwise. 
About fifteen hundred strong, with arms locked, 
the long human snake began to swing around in 
the form of a figure eight,, out and in between 
small bonfires — and the time-honored serpentine 
was on in dead earnest — or was in earnestness? 
The rollicking, chanting, tramping column, 
headed by the college band, shouted itself hoarse, 
the co-eds from the balcony, chiming in with the 
singing and clapping of hands right merrily. 
The white light of a full moon vied with the red 
flare of flaming bonfires in casting shadows 
through arches and colonnades of buildings. 

At a given signal the surging, lurching, sway- 
ing serpentine shifted its course, then headed 



A BALANCE OF DESTINY 51 

for a wider latitude — the baseball diamond, where 
there was a real bonfire reaching many feet into 
the sky, it being many feet in circumference at 
the base. 

Here the real rally took place, where all the 
songs and yells were given. On the bleachers, 
having followed, sat the co-eds, who were again 
chiming in with song and yell. 

Sitting rather apart from the others on the 
bleachers were two girls helping out in the sing- 
ing. One of these let her rich contralto out 
until it seemed to stand out alone from the main 
volume of sound. She was attired in a navy 
blue skirt, white sweater and white tailored waist 
with stiff collar. About her person was that in- 
evitable aroma of sandalwood. Both girls were 
bareheaded, and they were leaning back with 
elbows resting on the seat directly above and be- 
hind them, when, during a more than ordinary 
outburst from the mass of revelers, she of the 
white sweater suddenly leaned her pale golden 
head toward the dark, fluffy head of the fluffy 
girl and said in an undertone, " Say, Phoebe, I 
haven't seen a sign of Douglas as yet — ^but good- 
ness me ! let us go before the rally breaks up, for 
just now I caught a glimpse of Morgan Byers 
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headed this way, and FU tell you now that I am 
not going to sit here and be bored by him and 
his pipe; not that I care for a man's smoking, 
but — well, he has paused, so perhaps he won't 



come." 



"Don't you worry, Denise, about Douglas," 
began Phoebe. " You will be sure to see him in 
the morning, but I think, as you mentioned it, 
that we would better go before the gang goes, — 
oh, oh, there he comes now — Morg. I mean — I do 
wonder where Dale is. I'll bet he and Douglas 
are up to something, else we would have seen them 
— ^though come to think of it, Dale said they both 
had some kind of an engagement. My!— come, 
Denise, there he comes I " 

After they left the diamond, the two girls ran 
for their wheels and put out for home with all 
possible speed. As they wheeled into the bicycle 
path to one side of the wide, tree-bordered boule- 
vard Phoebe exclaimed, " Oh, this moonlight is 
simply ravishing; let's walk and lead our wheels 
awhile, Denise, so we can get the full beauty of 
it!" 

Soon the two girls were afoot, enjo3ring to the 
fullest extent the scenes of the fair, white night ; 
the moon being well up. Off to one side was a 
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chorus of frogs — ka-roy-ah, ka-roy-ax-ing. In 
the distance, were to be heard, faintly, the vanish- 
ing sounds of the serpentine rally. 

" Listen, Phoebe ! " said Denise, as she sud- 
denly turned around. *' Whoo-l'ee ! Whoo-Fee ! 
Whoo-re'd'l, Whoo-l'ee ! " came to the ears of 
the listening girls in long, undulating sound 
waves. A long, warbling, barytone whistling, 
it was, echoing from straight behind them on 
the shadowed boulevard. Denise faced right 
about, and with her golden head raised high she 
answered in a short noted, shrill staccato, " whoo- 
le' — whoo-le' — whoo-rd'l, whoo-le' ! " Several 
hundred yards behind the girls came a great six 
foot form, clad in corduroys, pongee shirt, and 
sombrero — the shirt billowing out behind like a 
wind filled sail. 

Douglas was swinging along at a rapid pace 
to catch up with the two girls, and very soon, 
with the slowing up whoish of his corduroys, he 
was beside them, saying, " Hold on, girls — ^why 
in whiz didn't you two wait? — just as soon as 
Dale and I could, we went to find you, when 
Morg. told us that you had gone. Then Dale 
bounced his wheel and struck out, so I suppose 
he has outdistanced you ! " 
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" Adios, you two ! " said Phoebe. Not waiting 
further, she was off like the wind. " Huh — ^ah, 
the divine Phoebe! Do you know, Denise, I'd 
stake her against any foreign diplomat for tact — 
ah — I know what you think! No, really, Dale 
did go, and she will catch him, else I'd not have 
let her go on ! '* 

" How in the world did you know where we 
were now, if you couldn't find us?" asked 
Denise, thoughtfully. 

" Why, you see, Morg. told us that he was in 
the act of joining you two on the bleachers, and 
that he stopped a moment to speak to somebody, 
and when he tried to find you, you were gone. I 
then conjectured you had set off for home; so I 
ran you down, saw your white sweater, and your 
hair gleaming in the moonlight, and so forth, and 
so on," as he proceeded to lead Denise's wheel 
with his left hand while he linked his right in her 
arm as they walked along. ** Wasn't that purely 
instinct, Denny? " he finished. 

" Oh, I don't know — ^my hair, as usual, gave 
me away," she replied abstractedly. 

" Now, Denny, that was well said, for your 
hair was a positive factor in donating your 
precious self to me ! " No reply came from 
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Denise at this speech, so, after an interval of 
silence, Douglas asked, " But why so silent, my 
pretty maid. What is wrong. Sweetheart — uh? " 
as he looked closely. 

" Douglas, I am anxious about the game — you 
know, about Morg's incapacity, as I see it," 
replied Denise, anxiously. 

" Oh, is that all. Why, Denise, don't let the 
game worry you, for I am just as confident of 
victory as I am — sure of you, Sweetheart ! " 
replied Douglas, as he let his arm go around her 
waist. 

" Yes, but Douglas, to think of Morgan Byers 
having that responsible position. You might 
just as well have a girl as he — ^he will never be 
able to get his feet far enough apart to even run, 
and he has about as much backbone as an angle- 
worm ; I tell you I believe I see defeat written in 
capitals ! " Denise shook her head positively. 

" Defeat, nothing! Til be smoked to a smudge 
if you do, Girly. Begging pardon for contra- 
dicting a lady — why, of course, we will win!'* 
Douglas was equally positive. 

" Well, I do hope it is as you say, Douglas. 
My, just listen back there. I suppose they will 
keep it up until midnight ! " 
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" Say, Sweetheart," interrupted Douglas, ir- 
relevantly, " doesn't all this fair moonlight — ^all 
these beautifully dappled shadows on the avenue 
— and that spring-like onomatopoeia over there 
in that swampy place — ^yes, doesn't it all cause 
you to love me just the least bit more than when 
it is only common daylight, and all my defects 
stand out in bold relief. Say, Denny, doesn't 
it— uh?" 

Replying, Denise said, "Douglas, I love you 
just the same at any time, always, now and for- 
ever ! " With haste he added " Amen, and now. 
Sweetheart, that is a good leader to what I am 
going to ask you for about the 'rdth time — can't 
you guess, Lovey ? " as he dropped the wheel and 
faced her with a hand on each of her shoulders. 

" Douglas, you know my objections to a speedy 
marriage — you must settle on something ! " look- 
ing beyond him at the moon. 

'' Well, am I not trying to settle on, about — » 
the — close of — our — college — careers ! " he 
punctuated, slowly. 

Although this pun produced the laugh which 
he had intended, Denise was not to be caught by 
chaff. " Now do be serious, Douglas, for once. 
I could not be happy, or make you happy, if I 
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thought I should have for a husband — only a 
remittance man ! For your own good, Douglas," 
she hastened on, " and — and for the sake of our 
— our children, you surely should want to attain 
something besides being — ^just — a spender ! *' 

As they walked slowly along, he replied, 
" ' Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof,' 
Denise dear, — but I must say that your flagrant 
use of reiteration surely does outclass your facile 
use of alliteration." 

" No more, sir, than does your repeated pre- 
sumptuousness outclass your own reiteration ! " 
spiritedly Denise tossed the compliment back. 

" Say, Denny, you are as rare as radium," 
laughed Douglas, rather dryly. " Now, listen ; I 
grant your opinion in regard to my being just a 
spender; but I am not a remittance man, in that 
it is my own, and I shall come into the whole in 
two years hence. So, Sweetheart, give me time." 
Before Denise could reply Douglas exclaimed, 
as he stopped and took her face between his 
hands, "Listen, Denny, I have an inspiration; 
if the victory goes to the green and yellow — well, 
then, you are right and we will wait. But if the 
purple wins — ^then — I win — ^and after a year of 
rest I shall get busy. Shall it be so, Sweetheart ? " 
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"Oh! oh! Douglas, I don't believe you have 
shaved for a week!" was her reply, as she 
smoothed her cheek. 

" But, Denny, lassie, you aren't listening to 
what I have said," as he held her face toward 
the moon and peered earnestly into the depths 
of her dark blue eyes. 

A something which had heretofore been lack- 
ing in his manner, caused Denise to look back 
into his wide set gray eyes, and so, with faces 
nearly touching — hardly knowing what she was 
saying — though there was that fleeting thought 
of possible defeat — she said, slowly and calmly, 
"Yes, dearest, it shall be as you say; if the 
purple wins — ^then I will be your wife — at the 
close of college — ^till death does us part — and — 
and you will keep — your promise and make 
something of yourself ? " 

And the moon man winked a benediction over 
the seal which Douglas stamped upon his 
promise and the wager; and the lone sequoia, 
looming grim and silent, stood sponsor. 

The victory did swing to the purple by a very 
slender majority. Near the finish the scores 
numbered even* and it did appear like Denise's 
premonition regarding Morgan Byers' unfitness 
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for the position which he occupied on the team, 
was to become a reality. 

The rooters for the purple on the bleachers, 
went wild with shouts and yells, between which 
could be heard — " The Roman I The Roman ! " 
from many throats. 

Just before the final tug began, which was to 
decide the result, Douglas, with a shake of his 
big body and an upward toss of his hair — a 
movement not unlike a tired horse which has 
just been unsaddled — glanced up to one side at 
two girls on the bleachers. The one with the pale 
gold hair held aloft and waved her large purple 
pennant, on which reposed a large, gold letter. 
Then she dipped the pennant, responding to a 
wave of the big fellow's hand, it being a salute 
in the form of a kiss thrown. 

It was all over in a short time, and the victors 
went wild with glee. They lifted their champion, 
** The Roman," bodily to their shoulders, and 
paraded the gridiron, shouting themselves hoarse 
with, " There'll be a hot time in the old town to- 
night." And with other songs of similar import, 
they bore Douglas off to shower him with adula- 
tion. 

" The Roman " had indeed been the power to 
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uphold the reputation of the purple, though he 
put it very modestly when he said, " It was more 
by main strength and awkwardness than any 
scientific movement on my part, there at the last." 

That same evening Douglas eluded the gang 
and promptly presented himself at the Devine 
home. Denise, in catching a glimpse of him 
coming through the gateway, ran out at the back 
of the house, saying to Phoebe, " If anyone 
should call for me — no matter who — tell them 
positively I am not in ! " 

Douglas, in pausing along the walk to pluck a 
large Marechal Neil rose, caught a gleam of 
pale gold as it darted behind a big laurustinus 
bush, back of which was a wicker settee. In- 
stead of keeping on toward the front door he 
veered oflf toward the bush, and on account of 
thick grass he reached it unheard by Denise. 

What was this he saw ! A pair of arms folded 
on the back of the seat and a face buried in them. 
The owner of the face was shaking with subdued 
sobs! The big boy stood a moment looking, 
with a half smile; then he quietly sat down be- 
side the weeping girl. Gently taking her in his 
arms, he said, " Don't cry. Sweetheart, I won't 
do it again ! " 
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With a start, and at the simpleness of the re- 
assurance, Denise burst into uncontrollable weep- 
ing, but she hid her face with one hand under his 
chin. All at once she burst out in low, hysterical 
laughter, then Douglas asked, " What's the 
matter. Sweetheart — are you — ^like the old maid, 
when she received a proposal of marriage — 
'scart to death and tickled tu' — uh ? ** as he wiped 
her tears away with his own clean handkerchief. 
Douglas was clean from head to feet and none 
would have dreamed from his appearance that 
this immaculate man was the one who, only a 
few hours previous, had wallowed, perspiring, 
in the dirt until it was caked on him, fairly. 

" What are you crying for, anyhow, Denny? " 
he insisted, now rather soberly, as he pulled her 
hands down from her face. " Are you sorry — 
the purple — won ? " he finished, as he lifted her 
chin and looked into her dark blue eyes. 

" No — no — '* came in hesitation, " I — I — 
was glad the purple won, but — I was sorry I was 
also won ! " more moisture followed this strange 
acknowledgment, when Douglas interposed with, 
" Ah, Denny, don't say that else ,1 shall begin to 
think you really do not love me ! " 

" Listen, Douglas — let me finish ; I meant to 
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add that, although I was won I would not now 
have it otherwise — and I do love you always, 
now and forever ! " 

" There, that is what you get for scaring a 
duffer out of a ten years' happiness ! " said 
Douglas, as he finally allowed Denise to sit 
passively, with one of his arms still close about 
her waist. 

In the course of the evening, as the two were 
leaving the garden seat, Denise said, as she 
saucily twirled the Marechal Neil, " Now, Mr. 
Boy, don't you ever dare to even whisper my part 
in this day's work to a living soul, do you hear. 
Dearest?" 

It was a promise given, which Douglas kept to 
the letter. He never told a soul how he won her, 
much less did he whisper it. He never even so 
much as referred to it to Denise herself. 
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CHAPTER IV 



THE CLASS PROPHECY 



The course of true love ran smoothly as time 
passed. The time intervening between the be- 
ginning of the last semester and commencement 
week saw Douglas a busy man. So certain was 
he of winning Denise that he, early in the college 
year, had bought a small ranch or orchard close 
up to the western range of mountains, and in 
preparing it for a home he, being his own meca- 
nicien, made frequent trips in his automobile — 
also a new acquirement. A part of every holi- 
day he spent " up there," as he termed the ranch 
to Denise. 

" Denny, I am not going to let you see it until 
the morning I take you home!" said Douglas, 
enthusiastically, when Denise had asked to go 
along some time. 

She had given herself to Douglas completely — 
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had hauled down her flag of resistance, making 
an unconditional surrender, only trusting him to 
fulfil what he had promised her. She was more 
than anxious to know what he had in prepara- 
tion for her, but in this he maintained a cryptic 
silence, 

Denise had duly written her mother, telling 
Mrs. Louden of her engagement to Douglas, and 
later of her approaching marriage. Mrs. Louden 
wrote back, sanctioning it, as it was her daugh- 
ter's wish, and so on; then she wrote that as cir- 
cumstances had taken this turn, she would remain 
with the Brocks for another year, and by that 
time, possibly, Douglas and Denise could join 
her and they could all come home together. 

With her mother's full consent, Denise was 
without a care. It semed to her now as though 
she had always belonged to Douglas — " that niy 
very soul is linked to his by a chain of steel ! I 
am happy— oh! so happy!" was her whole 
thought. 

The great change in Denise's life seemed only 
to have quickened her inspiration; so when she 
had time and was by herself, she wrote con- 
stantly. Nearly everything she did write, how- 
ever, was tinged with her great love. It was 
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about this time that she had a really beautiful 
little poem accepted by one of the standard maga- 
zines, that encouraged her greatly. Many times 
did Douglas help her out in the writing with a 
thought suggested in her prose, or a line which 
would not metre correctly in verse. She de- 
clared that he was her chiefest inspiration! 

During that last year Denise had been a heavy 
contributor to " The Chimesal," one of the col- 
lege magazines. She had written many of the 
sketches, besides collaborating with Dale Wheeler 
— a native of Indiana and a fellow-student, who 
was on the editorial staff of the magazine. 
Wheeler was the class wit and together he and 
Denise did up sundry, harmless quips, and many 
hits in burlesque on students and faculty alike. 

In the last few months, however, Denise had 
seemed to lose her faculty for satire and bur- 
lesque, so that the only thing along these lines 
that she did well was the class poem. In it she 
did full justice to the class, inclusive of herself, 
mentioning her hair as " carrots— eighteen fine ! " 

Commencement week found the conventional 
social functions on in full blast. 

Taking the class as a whole there was to be one 
feature of entertainment changed. As a diver- 
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gence from the regulation order, instead of the 
class prophecy being written up and read, it was 
to occupy an evening of its own, or rather, it 
was to be the prominent feature of a special 
evening. **The Roman," being class president, 
had willed it to be so, and what he said usually 
stood. Douglas, with a special committee of one 
other had outlined and arranged a suitable pro- 
gram for that evening. 

The entire class attended, in full evening 
toggery, as did also a sprinkling of the faculty, 
which sprinkling added to the importance of the 
event. 

** Everything is in shipshape order," Douglas 
mentally said when he went in a cab for Denise. 

Phoebe and Dale Wheeler had been gone but 
a few minutes when Douglas presented himself 
at the Devine home for Denise. As she came into 
the drawing rpom Douglas was fairly entranced 
at the vision of loveliness that bid him good even- 
ing. He had never before seen Denise dressed in 
anything except blue and white, and he had 
thought he should never want her to wear any 
other colors. But — what was this ! She was ever 
full of surprises to him, and in this she had pur- 
posely planned to surprise him, and had succeeded 
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beyond her intention. Her large figure, full of 
curving grace and pulsating with life, was draped 
in a Grecian gown, slightly decollete, and with 
elbow sleeves. A pale green, shimmery material 
it was, and how it did set off her milk-white com- 
plexion and the pale gold of her hair; her hair 
being wound in broad plaits around her head 
until only the pink lobes of her ears were visible. 
Over one ear was a Marechal Neil rose, nestling 
close to her face. 

As Denise greeted Douglas she threw her 
apricot-colored cloak over a chair and proceeded 
to draw on a pair of long gloves. Before she 
could even get a glove started on he was in front 
of her. He held her off at arm's length and as 
he gazed at her gown he exclaimed, "Just the 
color of a big green wave, just before it breaks 
on the sand ! " He turned her around and then 
he deliberately kissed the back of her soft, white 
neck, saying, '* Sweetheart, I never have seen — I 
mean I never knew your neck was so beautiful 
before ! And do you know " — as he sniffed — 
" that as much as I used to think the odor of 
sandalwood unsuited to you, now I would have 
you use no other — no, any other perfume would 
mar the picture ! " He was fast becoming a 
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dilettante. Then he took up her bare white arms 
and smoothing them as though they really some- 
thing fragile, he kissed one on the soft inside 
bend of the elbow. 

Looking up at him, with her head perked to 
one side, her dark eyes half closed, and her red 
lips parted just enough to show a white gleam of 
upper teeth, Denise said coquettishly, " Old 
flatterer, I just do believe that he thinks that I 
think, that he, too, is mighty fine — in his 
* booful ' low cut vest and claw-hammer — ^and, 
he is ! " She was swinging his hands and taking 
an inventory of him from the upward sweep of 
his wavy brown hair, clear down to his shiny 
patent leathers. " So, as I have no nickels to 
pay him for his compliment — shall we just play 
it's a mutual admiration party of two ? " she 
finished, smiling, with her head still tilted to one 
side. 

This direct challenge, as he took it, was too 
much for Douglas, so, at the risk of ruining her 
gown he clasped her to his breast and he kissed 
her on her bare white neck under her chin many 
times. 

" Those are the kind of nickels I shall always 
exact. Sweetheart ! " he said, as he helped her on 
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with her gloves and cloak. " There, Girly, you 
surely have bewitched me, for we will be fifteen 
minutes late ! " he said, as glancing at his watch, 
he grabbed his hat to show Denise out and into 
the waiting cab. " My big green wave — ^my 
Undine ! " he whispered. " My one and only 
Roman ! " she replied. 

At one side of the long hall, near an improv- 
ised refreshment booth and the orchestra, was 
arranged a small, square platform covered with 
leaves and small branches of trees to represent 
a woodland scene. In the center of this was a 
huge brass kettle swung from a rude tripod of 
sticks ; at the back of the platform was a drapery 
of brown burlap. 

As this narrative deals with the class prophecy 
only, it will not attempt to detail the evening's 
pleasures. Suffice it to say they were many and 
varied, indeed, — jinks of a high order and as 
original in arrangement as was the power of the 
committee to make them. When the program 
had been given, down to the prophecy, which was 
also the last number, Douglas, as class president 
and master of ceremonies, mounted one corner of 
the platform and gave a little introductory talk. 

" Ladies and gentlemen — In lieu of the regula- 
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tion class prophecy, we, the committee have ar- 
ranged matters so that we are enabled to present 
to you a real psychic — a gypsy — ^a genuine, 
simon pure, eighteen carat fine — warranted to 
wear astrologer and palmist. He — or I mean 
she, will cast horoscopes, read palms, and other- 
wise prophecy for the class. 

" Some, there may be here to-night who may 
entertain skeptical opinions as to her ability and 
power to do the stunts which she claims she 
can do. Well, you never can tell! All I have 
to say, as a voucher, my fellow-classmates, is 
that I am positively sure he — she is a native im- 
port from Indi. So— Dallio — come forthio!" 

Immediately from the brown drape of burlap, 
behind which was a door, darted a most gro- 
tesque specimen of humanity — skipping blithely 
to the side of the brass kettle. Around the ex- 
tremities of the gipsy was draped a something 
suspiciously resembling a gaudy couch cover, 
while around the shoulders, pinned up fantas- 
tically, was a Roman striped affair, which had 
a suspicious likeness to a portiere. Upon the 
head of the being was an old dark, high-crowned 
sunbonnet, a something wholly out of harmony 
with the other habiliments. 
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The face of the gypsy, of course, was not 
visible, and the hands, looking strangely mas- 
culine were covered with a pair of brown cotton 
gloves, the fingers of which were ornamented 
with many rings of doubtful worth. As she 
skipped blithely about, with many magic passes 
of hands, her many bracelets, looking not unlike 
rings for hanging portieres, made a jangling 
noise. 

While the creature was vigorously mixing and 
stirring a decoction of herbs in the kettle, 
Douglas, again took occasion to say, " I have 
omitted one important feature. Now, this most 
wonderful and gifted seer-ess, will possibly read 
in several languages, ranging, I make bold to 
venture, from old high Dutch to Dago — from 
French to Swede — with a fill in, no doubt, of 
plain chink talk. Then a bit of blarney now and 
then; with a sprinkle of common, old United 
States, occasionally, for good measure. You will 
understand that this will depend altogether on 
what controlling power the wiz — or witch is en- 
rapport with. Doubtless many may call these 
several languages foreign accents and dialects 
only — and possibly poor ones at that. — So now 
that you are fully instructed I beg of you to try to 
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keep as silent as you can, — and so, Dallio! pro- 
ceedio ! " With an artistic wave of his hand 
Douglas stepped down and " Dallio " proceeded 
with a few preliminary remarks of her own 
as she beat her spread fingers together, clasping 
and unclasping them. When a roar of laughter 
had ceased, the gypsy said, after having struck 
an attitude, with arms crossed high over chest : 

"Laties und Zhents — I vill zay zat ze 'steem 
presudunt haf sayed trooly, zat I am von machee- 
ci-an off woilwide repudashoon, aldough I am 
direct from Ingi — ^my natif coontree; und if 
zome dare to put ana to der Ingi, he iss velcome 
quite, you zee. 

" I zhall endeavor to be short but brief. Und 
I intend to teal bit der vair female laty, co-edu- 
cationer sexes; bit dose zoft velvuteen glof. But 
der male contingenters off ziss temple bit learn- 
ing — veil, I zhall attempt to handle dose bit der 
raid, hot, poker off scientifics ; if I my own mits 
get sizzled. 

" Now, nopody iss to feel slighted — I haf 
brofided enough to go arount — und he or she 
shall get vool measure ; aldough no one shall get 
id all. Zo, now ton't all roosh up to wonst ! " 

Tipping from heel to toe and toe to heel, clasp- 
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ing and unclasping the gloved fingers, the gypsy 
waited. Finally the fun started in. 

The magician would take the proffered hand of 
the candidate, look the hand over critically, read- 
ing and foretelling; then she would finish by 
stirring with the wooden ladle, the ingredients in 
the kettle, after which she would see all manner 
of sententious things in the way of advice, 
counsel and suggestions. 

There are five people of that class who are 
concerned in this story, but for a reason, which 
will become obvious, the prophecies of four only 
shall be given. 

After several had had their turns, amid much 
jollification, Phoebe Devine, dressed in a corn- 
colored gown and looking more than ordinarily 
pretty, stepped to the edge of the platform and 
held up her chubby hand. Her yellow gown was 
a good foil for her dark hair and eyes, and clear 
olive complexion. 

"Ah, ze Divine Phoebe; " began the gypsy, 
taking the chubby hand. Continuing, the wise 
one said, in part, " Veil, ve vill zee vat ve zhall 
zee ! " 

" Now, zen, zee here ; vhere dose mount off 
olives stant at der chunction off der difiding line, 
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heart line; und bread line — ^vell, it zignifies zat 
you vill difide your last hunk of bread und 
pickled olive bit a friend. 

" Now olives — pickles — ^haf anoder zigni- 
ficance. You zee, they are closely allied to a 
disease vhich you may bossiply contract. It iss 
lofe sickness, und pickles iss zaid to cure lofe 
sickness! In short, I zee here zat der fate line 
iss in close conjunction bit der bread line, und it 
says — zat zome von vill later come into your life 
und propose to dig up der dough bit vich to foot 
your bread bills. As yet, he iss an unknown 
quandity bit you, Miss Divine Phoebe. You iss 
now too busy bit der equation off fun to solve 
him, alretty yit, zee ? 

" Now, I zhall zee vat der yarbs haf to refeal 
for you, fraulein! Yes, vat I now zee only 
clinches vat I haf alreatty read bit your palm. 
You are sure von human humming-bee, und you 
vill flit bit Dame Folly troo der rosy gyardan off 
existunce — ^after vich you vill retire to private 
life! Zee? 

" You vill always laugh bit der woild und go 
by your lonesomeness for to cry, because you 
vont vant der woild to zee vat a nawful face you 
vill make up — eh ? Iss it not zo. Divine goil ? 
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" Now, to add von more suggestion to zis 
prognostigationses vill be as superfluosity as ze 
stickin' off a two cent postage stamp on von off 
Oom Samuel's post cards — Next — please ! " 

Before Phoebe stepped back she made a face 
up into the bonneted one, and amid a roar of 
laughter the gypsy took occasion to say, " Ox- 
cuse my back vile I vipe some burspirationing. 
It is blamed hot to vear zis headt gear in dose 
woiks — but neesasity iss many times a cruel 
mutter ! " 

When " Dallio " resumed " woik " her high- 
keyed falsetto voice took on a sudden change, 
which had a strangly masculine sound. 

" I forgot to mention " yelled Douglas, " that 
Dallio's voice may at times take on the 
masculine tone. It only shows that she is at that 
moment en rapport with some male power — 
pardon the interruption — and Dallio, you female 
gypsy — get a move on you ! " 

When quiet had been once more restored, and 
several more candidates had been acted upon, 
Morgan Byers stepped mincingly to the platform 
and glibly passed up a hand. Morg. was resplen- 
dent in a brand new evening suit — latest cut. 

" Read it, Dallio ! " challenged Morg, pomp- 
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ously, and the prophet read as follows, ''Vy! 
It is Morky, as sure as varts come from hand- 
ling frogs — ^Vell, by Je-ru-she — ^jamboree! I 
zhall again perceed to weild der raid hot poker, 
vat I haf been a doin' bit der male bipeds off zis 
aggravation." 

" Make it as hot as you please, Dallio ! " inter- 
rupted Morg. full of dare. 

" Veil, der heat must be on your own haid. 
Now, zee, right here — we haf der biggest mount 
off brass a sittin' a straddle off der clothes-line 
you effer saw ! It iss also a shakin' hants bit der 
hoseline und pipeline. Dose prognosticationses 
show zat you vill always haf confidence in 
Mork's authority in der clothes — sox — und to- 
bacco lines — zee pipeline und hoseline — Iss it not 
zo ? Yes, you vill alvays be able to zay how vide 
trousers shall be cut at der ankle line und how 
narrow at der hip line ; also how deep a cuff shall 
be turned up at der base off a trouser leg. Your 
woid vil alvays be law in der vashinable lid line, 
together bit der cravat und collar line, zee? 

" Now dose line off intelligence, or more cor- 
rectly speaking, der haid line, seems hobnobin' 
bit a line off truth und a line off vork vich you 
haf carved out vor yourself. Zis combination 
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•denotes you vill be — I cannot tell exacteldy vich 
it iss, you vill be. But — yes, I zee — it says you 
vill be either von grand — mind you der accent is 
on grand — lawyer, or von grand liar ! As I look 
closer into der fate line, der verdict zeems to 
swing to — 1-i-a-r, liar. Anavay, as liar iss der 
hant maiden off der successful lawyer, it bossiply 
means bote, vor you, Morky ! " 

At this point the hilarity of the listeners, 
together with that of the candidate, became so 
great that the palmist had to desist from a con- 
tinuance until order could be restored. And she 
tpok this opportunity to again turn her back and 
mop her bonneted face. Resuming presently, 
the gypsy said, " Now, to be short but brief, I 
zhall zee vot kind off a horiblescope I can dig 
up vor you, Morky, out off der pot. Yes, I haf 
stirred up zometings alretty yit vat zays — 
aldough you iss a brave leedle vellow — if ana 
mon or laty effer schmites you on der alabaster 
countenance, youst you turn, your pack on um, 
und skidoo to afoid a reputeshon off zaid 
schmite — zee ? 

" It also zays, my tear poy, zat you vill alvays 
be en rapport bit Morky Byers — ^you vill, in oder 
woids, alvays look out vor Morky fearst off 
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anypody und you vill zee zat he is at der top off 
der ladder if it busts a hamestring — Iss it not 
troo? Zo now I viH ondly offer a sphoonful of 
adwise vich I haf yust ladled out — If, in der 
course off human ewents you iss ever offered der 
choice between actin' as a tummy in a tailor's 
show vinder und der yob off settin' in der presi- 
dential t'rone I advise you to accept der former 
yob — as it does not entail quite so much brain 
power und responsibility — sabe? So skiddoo for 
you, kiddo ! Next, please ! " 

Thus the prophecy progressed with one an- 
other until nearly all had been acted upon. 
Everybody had taken what the magician had 
seen fit to give them in the best of spirits. The 
outbursts of laughter at times threatened to 
wreck the whole thing, but it was all nearing a 
finish. 

Denise Lou den's turn came next. It was com- 
monly surmised that she and Douglas were an en- 
gaged couple, just as it was thought that Dale 
Wheeler and Phoebe Devine " had a case," 
though it was not known to any, with the excep- 
tion of Phoebe, that the engaged pair were so soon 
to be wedded. 

When all was quiet once more Denise, all 
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smiles and entering into the spirit of the perfor- 
mance as all the others had done, extended her 
tapering fingered right hand to the Indi-ana 
seer-ess. 

" Vot a nice hant it iss bain, to be sure ! " 
exclaimed the soothsayer, as she caressed 
the hand and started as if she were going to 
kiss it. 

" Oh, play ball ! play ball ! You're not hired to 
kiss hands — go on, you noodle ! " sang out " The 
Roman," at which interruption all roared. 

Not deigning to notice the interference, the 
palmist finally continued when quiet of pin 
dropping intensity had been restored. 

" Ah-a ! Tis bain Mees Louden — you zee I 
bain know your name alretty yit. Denees — a 
voman who bain tall und most divinely vair! 
Ain't tit bain zo — you, out dere ? " addressing 
the last sentence to the waiting ones. Continuing 
with stroking the long tapered fingers the palmist 
launched forth. 

" Huh — veil — I ton't haf bain looking in palm 
to zee you will blay ; but you not bain makin' von 
grand musickaner. Dose long digits, besides der 
googoo in dose eyes broclaim der vact off your 
apility to blay, aldough it mebby bain ondly der 
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heart strings off a man, you vill be a thrumin' on, 
zee? 

" Now lemme zee. Dose leedle parallel lines 
vot bain cross on blank space off your palm — right 
here betwixt der lines off inspiration und ambi- 
tion — dose, iss bain writin* lines off thought und 
action — Yes, I zee you bain right in line vor a 
zometing vich zhall appease your ambition — Do I 
bain makin' it blain? 

" Now, Mees Denees, it bain yust zis vay — as 
zome peobles iss bain borned to write bit a stub 
pen, zo iss ondly a ferry vew bain borned to 
write bit a pen of sartirics. Now, you neffer can 
tell vot bain anapody's blame luck at dose writin's. 
But, von Hoosier, he bain stake a common old 
wooden pig pen agin a patent applied for, rein- 
forced concrete, rotary movement, non skidable, 
self fillin' automatic, gold fountain pen zat you 
vill bain write bit a pen, called by dose critic-ers 
— a facile, versatile, virile pen. Yet, it mebby 
bain ondly a common old plumbago pencil, bit 
typewriter accompaniment. Dough, anahoo, you 
bain make dose peoples set up und dake notice 
to your lead pencil! 

" Now, I bain explorationing a leedle furder — " 
as he, she or it picked up Denise's left hand and 
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looked critically at the solitaire which decked her 
third finger. ** Yes ; now, zis leedle gold line off 
Cupid vich bain encircle round bit zis digit, Mees, 
an' vich iss bain surmounted bit zis mount off 
diamond — a mount de solitare, I bain call it. 
Veil, der Cupid line und der mount iss bain in 
close conjunction bit der heart line — iss it not zo ? 
It bein' S-I-R-mounted on your finger shows your 
heart und hant bain not your own. No, Mees, 
you half transferred dose to zomepody vor safe 
keepin' — eh ? " 

Denise had already jerked her hand away, but 
she had to listen to the finish or call out the laugh 
from all the others. In reality she was not getting 
any more than had many of the others; so she 
stood her ground for awhile, at least. Con- 
tinuing, the seeress said : 

" Yaw, Mees, I know now — dose Cupid und 
heart line bain point to a knotty problem — ^not 
naughty mind you — Veil, I tank it bain von 
matrimony knot — Do I bain zee right? Now, 
Mees Louden, vat I zee in der kittle bain besser- 
ish gooterish I haf bain gif you pefore, pecause 
it bain tinctured bit zome good adwise — candy 
tableted. Vearst, it zays, you must neffer bain 
packin' von, ferry, big, chip off voot on your 
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shoulder at von time! vor zomepoty vill alvays 
bain achin' to take it off or knock it toff it vill 
bain gettin' too blamed hefty vor von vair laty 
to tote. 

" Now here it zays, if ana mon bain offend you 
don'd you bain try to pluck him out, vor in zo 
doin' it bain ondly produce von effect on yourself 
like von raid, hot heat on von ostrich blume — 
you haf bain holt your blume often a hot sthove 
ven der blume iss bain damp, for to curl der 
flues ? — Veil you bain know vot iss der effect I dry 
to illusterate, eh? 

" Vot I bain stir up now, zays, zat if you bain 
effer git your dandruff up it vill take a long dime 
vor it to settle, und your resentment iss ondly 
bain equaled by der Kaintucky's feud. Zo don'd 
you bain effer wakin' up der sleepin' dog — in 
anypoty. Und ven you bain cast bit coyotes 
yust you bain yelpin' bit der pack. Vinally — ven 
you bain cast bit Romans — do as * der Roman ' 
dells you — You heap sabe, eh, Missy?" 

Denise, becoming unable to stand fire at the 
very last of this burlesque, had stepped back 
among the others before the sorcer-ess could 
finish. But she did not leave the edge of the plat- 
form before she had said in a low tone to the 
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spell-binder, " You horrid old thing, you — I've a 
good mind to tell who you are; so I am — old 
smarty ! " 

Once again and for all did the panic of mirth 
rise and subside. Then it was seen that all had 
been served with the exception of Douglas. So 
up he walked in measured tread. 

"Oh hear! The Roman— The Roman!" 
called out a voice in the rear of the main bunch, 
as Douglas neared the edge of the platform. 

Douglas had been prepared in a measure for 
what had gone before, he having helped his re- 
puted magician in formulating many of the read- 
ings, though he did not know what Denise was 
to get. He was also in the dark in regard to 
what would be handed down to himself, but no 
white feather had, as yet, ever been extended by 
" The Roman " on any occasion, so he passed 
up his large, squarely shaped hand. 

The gypsy broke all previous records. Grasp- 
ing the proffered hand in both her own, the seer- 
ess exclaimed, in several different styles of lan- 
guage, displaying a marked skill in placing 
herself en rapport with divers powers simulta- 
neously. 

" Ach— Gott in Heimel !— Phat iss ! Tis the 
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Roman begobs ; an' oi howld in moi hahnd a mitt, 
big-a tha bunch-a banan — Sacre! Be jabers, an' 
oi'U see to ut thaht he gits fool measure off thish 
dope ahlright ! " 

Then, still shaking and jerking the big hand, 
and getting such a return of jerks and shakes as 
to nearly pull herself off the platform, the 
palmist eventually looked into the broad palm, 
then exclaimed, " Odds, guns, and fishing tackle ! 
By the keen edge of Excalibur! Also * By Hali- 
fax,' quoting an idiom of this subject." At this, 
all roared, and the versatile gypsy paused once 
more for silence. 

" Here, right on the start is a coincidental — 
shorely an' pyorely a coincidental hapenstance, 
moi fr-r-ind. Whin I show ut to yuh, you'll 
heap-y like-y — Sabe you chinky talky?" con- 
tinued she. 

" Now, right here where the line o' Cup-pid 
makes a sthraight dart fur the hear-rt line — ^and 
gits thar begobs — It 'pears tuh git ahl tangled up 
wid tha fate line! Now, right aht tha joonction 
off tha three lines, joost mentioned, ish a nother 
mount — similar tuh tha wan in moi previous de- 
monsthrasion — right previous, yuh understhand. 
Well, tha mount, on closer inspection, seemeth 
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tuh be awnly a knot, or whatnot. Begobs it 
ish a knot an' bein' in a mixup wid the fate line 
it denotes a matrimonial knot! Yuh be careful 
yuh don't tangle ut! Anyhow aldough, how- 
somdever mooch yuh do git ut tangled you'll 
naver want it ontied, ramimber thaht ! 

" Now, here ish tha coincidental off the two 
cases in pint. Thish mount, or knot, more cor- 
rectly sphakin', is a doimond hitch. In tha other 
case it wuz a doimond mount. Well, thish doi- 
mond hitch makes a knot on your hearr-t line. 
An' I dhraw moi prisint dedooctions from tha 
fact thaht whin tha doimond hitch is wanct tied 
an' in place, (as any vaquero can tell) it is blame 
harrd to be ontied — Sdbe? You velly muchy 
likey Mis Loman? 

" Now here, a parallilin' an' a marchin' up to 
tha firin' line, is two sthrange lines! Wan, tha 
line o' least resistunce looks cowed — run over 
till its dim from excessive use. Tha line o' great- 
erest resistunce is a lassoin' tha dimmer line. An' 
it is a try-out to gain supremacy, wid de odds to 
tha bigger line, which is a loomin' up bigger'n 
Satan on a mustang. Thish first mentioned line 
mah f r-r-ind, denotes thaht you will ahways want 
sthrangers to cast their fish lines a way up sthream 
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from ye. In plain United States, you will want 
w'at ye do want, and you'll git ut easy w'en you 
do want ut; or, ye'll not want ut at all, at all — 
See? 

" Mebby so, some one else shall want a few 
things. Well, oi'm afeered you'll expect her to 
want the same things you want. Do I sphake 
plainly ? 

" Now, oi feel myself a gittin' in-rap-por-r-t 
wid a nother hinfloonce ! " finished the gypsy, as 
she let the hand drop and began stirring vigor- 
ously in the brass kettle. Then, after she had 
spread her gloved hands out in a manner to com- 
mand silence, she began again along her former 
line of speech. 

" Ach — here iss dose nice brecepts und adwises 
vot I haf stir up bit der ladle in der kittle. 

" Der ferry fcarst spoonful zays zat you must 
recomleck zat a noder Roman sot a straddle off 
der back yard fence on, und dragged horse's hair 
across catgut — '* 

At this point the hilarity of the listeners almost 
wrecked the prophesying, but eventually the 
soothsayer caught on where she was interrupted, 
and she said, " Laties und .zhents, der feline vas 
daid, zo ton't git oxhided bit der cat's strophe. 
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"Veil, der Roman I haf mentioned, he just 
zat und fiddled vile hiss pueblo vas a goin' to 
plazes. 

" Now, I ton't zay zo vor keeps, but — Fd stake 
a Jews-harp agin a-a-Dago, tha monk a tha org, 
zat you vould bossiply pull off a few chunes und 
zen you vould zhump ooff yur pearch und git 
busy bit der firemen — mebby zo you vould grab 
der nozzle und dry to put out der plaze mit oudt 
hellup. 

" Now remember, und ton't vorgit to recomleck 
zat Oder Roman, vill you? I vill now perceed 
to hant you a view raid hot packages off hidden 
adwise — oderwise sugar-coated adwise. You zee, 
zat unfrocked adwise, like a mandrake pill, iss 
blame hard to zwallow und it must be broperly 
glazed ofer. Zo, also, it iss easy vor der person 
who hain't a needin' der pill to gif it to der one 
what iss a needin' it. Again, who effer knew a 
noyster to gif adwise to a clam; und who effer 
knew a clam to take der adwise, if it was hanted 
out by a noyster ? Veil, as I ton't zee any hants 
up to answer zis question I zhall perceed bit der 
hidden adwise — Mr. Romanicus. I zee here 
where it zays zat a .negg haf to be look tinto 
mighty deep pefore you can swear zat zare iss 
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ana goot in it. My poy, yust as you would tap a 
negg for results — zo tap yourself. Ton't you 
trust to no placer diggins, sabe? 

" At von dime in your life you may pecome der 
iconoclast in your own joss house — But, pe- 
fore you pegin to schmash up your own idols you 
vill half shattered zome ideals off der purest 
water, pelongin' to zome oder pody ! I zay, mend 
'em next dime bit a cement vich is onbreakable! 

" In der ashes off ziss daid decoction, vich I am 
still a stirrin' up, it zays vinally und lastly, zat 
you vill dake der fearst heat in der race off life, 
on der back off a high nag, vich iss liple to soar 
yust zo high as did von Bellerophon's steed — 
Pegasus vas it's title. Now Bellerophon iss zaid 
to haf chased a chimera to its death, vile astraddle 
off a ving-ed Pegasus. Und aldough zome 
schmart dicker half adwised — * Whoso will with 
virtuous wing essay to mount to heaven — on 
Pegasus must ride' — Herr Romanicus, I zay ; ton't 
you be a chasin' any chimeras, heavenly or odor- 
wise vile you iss a ridin' your high nag." Glibly 
quoting the line, " Dallio " soon made a few 
magic passes with the ladle, held as a baton, then 
she finished — 

" Now here iss der Main unglazed adwise vich 
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accombanies zis last prognosticationses. Don't 
let old Peg. haf vull rein, vor he might preak a 
ving und — biff — you vould sthrike old terra cotta 
in von — dull — thud — ah! — Whoop la! By the 
downpour of old Jupiter P-luvius! that is the 
wettest work I have ever done ! " said the 
prophet-ess as she threw off the sun-bonnet ; and 
mopping her streaming face, she made a flying 
leap off the platform, disclosing to view a very 
much towsled, blond-headed young man. 

Dale Wheeler it was, and as he made a grab 
for Denise Louden and skipped with his draperies 
flying, he waved to the orchestra and called 
out for all to take partners for the Virginia 
reel ! 

A general jollification reigned supreme. All 
declared the class prophecy the most original 
thing that had ever been attempted. One gushing 
co-ed said ecstatically, " Oh, if only Dale could 
have sung it — what a fine comic opera it would 
have made ? " Praise was showered on Douglas 
and Dale — the committee of two, — for preparing 
so pleasurable a diversion. 

Douglas had not seemed to enter the zest of 
the finish, though he had laughed throughout the 
other part of the affair until he could hardly 
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stand. He was not the least bit of a churl how- 
ever, so he was soon as merry as any one. 

Amid the merriment, all formed on the floor 
for the reel. As Dale took Denise he called out 
for Douglas to bring Phoebe, and as Douglas 
placed himself beside the grotesque looking Dale, 
he said in a low tone to that person, " / prophesy, 
old man, that you shall not be slighted. To-mor- 
row ril take pains to bring you to old * terra 
cotta ' — Sdbef I never dreamed when I helped 
you — ^you old straw top— that you would give it 
to me like that ! " Laughingly they bantered and 
danced out the reel. Dale's flying draperies add- 
ing to the fun of it. 

The next number was a two-step, but Dale and 
Phoebe left for home. Douglas asking Dale to 
send the cab back for Denise and himself. 

"Dale is a great one," observed Douglas, as 
he and Denise seated themselves in the cab an 
hour later. 

" Yes, he is great, but I believe you helped him 
out on me, Dearest," replied Denise. 

" No, honor bright, Denny, I didn't ! " vigor- 
ously denied Douglas. 

" Didn't you ? Well say, Douglas, do you 
know that those things — I mean real palmistry. 
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depress me. Not that I believe in them at all, but 
— well, this burlesque of Dale's was about on a 
par with the many so-called, real seer's prophe- 
cies, don't you think? Anyhow, I wish on the 
whole that we had had something else ; I hate pro- 
phecies ! " decided Denise as she let a long arm 
encircle her waist. 

" Never you mind, Sweetheart," and Douglas 
continued comfortingly, *'Yes, Dale's readings 
were just about on a par, as you say with all that 
kind of trash by the real ones. But say, Denny, 
wasn't he great on that matrimonial knot and 
diamond hitch business. And didn't he scorch it 
to Morg, though ! By Halifax ! he burnt it to me 
somehow, so — I'll be even with *Dallio', the 
hound; to-morrow I'll just wallow his old straw 
colored topknot, blond knot, or whatnot in the 
dust until he won't recognize his own complex- 
ion ! I never dreamed he'd do me up the way he 
did ! " 

After several minutes of silence Douglas ir- 
relevantly asked, " Say, Sweetheart, do you rea- 
lize that within a week you will have completely 
lost your identity ? " as he drew her closer to his 
side. 

" Yes, Dearest, I am aware of the fact. But 
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to not lose myself completely I shall always re- 
tain my name, Louden, as a pen name. Although 
I have been so happy yet there is a strange sadness 
to it. Dearest. You see — a girl — somehow has to 
give up — so much ! " She broke off suddenly, 
when Douglas took up what she said with, *' You 
say that you have been so happy — Well, you are 
still going to be happy, Girly ! " and he pulled 
the pale golden head to his shoulder. Patting 
her cheek, he continued, " Don't you know. Sweet- 
heart, you surely have a diamond hitch on my 
heart all right ! And Til never want it untied ! " 
Earnestly he asked as he lifted her chin, " Shall 
you ever want it — untied — and shall you always 
be pleased to do what the Roman tells you — ^when 
he asks you to love him always ? " 

He was gazing into her eyes by the dim flare of 
the outside lamp, and Denise could see the 
earnestness in his wide set gray eyes. In her 
own eyes were unshed tears, ready to drip from 
her long dark lashes, as she answered Douglas, 
with her arm around his neck — " No, Dearest, 
the knot shall never be untied by my consent — 
And I shall be glad to love my Roman always now 
and forever ! " 

" Amen ! " echoed both, in one breath. 
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In perfect silence they sat, Denise with her 
face up under Douglas' squarely patterned chin. 

When they reached the Devine home the faces 
of both were moist with mingled tears — so true, 
and pure, and real was the love of each for the 
other ! 

A subconsciousness, or awe, at the sacredness 
of their coming union had, apparently, just pre- 
sented the sacred obligation of matrimony in a 
new light to the two; or was it a subconscious 
feeling of apprehension? 
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CHAPTER Y 



THE MATING OF THEM 



The evening preceding the marriage of Doug- 
las MacDuncan and Denise Louden had arrived. 

In the drawing-room of the Devine home were 
four young people who had gathered for a social 
hour. Dale Wheeler, Douglas MacDuncan, the 
two girls, Phoebe and Denise, made up the con- 
genial quartette. Wheeler was to leave the fol- 
lowing day for the Philippines. He was going 
in the capacity of correspondent for one of the 
big dailies of San Francisco. 

How that class of young people who had been 
in almost daily contact with one another the few 
years just past, had already scattered, and would 
continue to scatter to the four points of the globe ! 
Even their memories of one another were to 
become, in time, but a bundle of faded recollec- 
tions. 
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Morgan Byers had returned to his home in San 
Francisco, there to begin reading law in his 
father's office. 

A merry hour was spent by the four congenial 
young people in a summary of the things gone 
out of their lives forever, not omitting a some- 
thing of very recent date that caused immoderate 
merriment, namely, a prophecy fulfilled. Douglas 
had prophesied that he would wipe the soil with 
Dale's blond top-knot — and he did. 

"And it came to pass that a prophecy was 
fulfilled,'* epigrammatically declared Dale, " and, 
old man, that was the last touch-down by 
Crimps ! " continued the punster, as they all 
laughed merrily. 

Douglas eventually joined Denise at the piano 
while Dale and Phoebe repaired to the outside 
porch seat. 

Douglas and Denise sang together, and to each 
other — songs from an old book of ballads that 
included " Silver Threads Among the Gold,*' 
which Douglas in his clear, pure tenor sang to 
Denise. Then Denise sang to him, "Douglas, 
Tender and True," after which they two left the 
room and the house to walk in the garden. 

A round, light amber-colored moon had just 
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slipped above the serrated tops of ornamental 
trees in the spacious old garden, filling the spaces 
with soft silvery light. 

As the two walked, arm in arm, around and 
through the many winding paths, they conversed 
in low tones of the approaching change in their 
lives ; Douglas, lively, animated, and Denise in an 
almost pensive quiet mood. She was dressed in 
her navy skirt and white shirt waist and had 
draped around her shoulders a soft, filmy white 
shawl. 

" But Dearest, you see it's almost like a leap 
in the dark to me — I am trusting you so com- 
pletely — I don't even know what kind of a place 
you are taking me to — ' up there ' ! " ventured 
Denise when Douglas tried to cheer her out of 
her mood. 

" Now, listen here, Girly; I want you to 
trust me, but rather than have you feel like that 
in regard to — up there. Til just elucidate a bit. 
ril tell you a few things pertaining to the outside 
arrangement, and — well, you will have to wait to 
see the inside of the nest — uh, Sweetheart /a 
m%aT 

" Yes, that will do then,'* replied Denise rather 
absently, as she paused to pick a rose. 
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" Well," began Douglas as they resumed walk- 
ing among the trees amid drifting patches of 
moonlight, " it is an orchard home, lying close 
up to the foot of the mountains ; I have rented the 
orchard to our nearest neighbor — Bicknell is his 
name — only reserving enough fruit for our own 
use. The Bicknells, I forgot to say, are about 
half a mile from us. I was more than fortunate 
in getting the location so near the electric inter- 
urban car line, which runs just over the hill by 
us. Besides, it being a convenient way for us 
to go back and forth to town; for instance, of 
evenings when we don't want to take out the 
machine; I also succeeded in getting a modern 
convenience in the way of lighting facilities from 
their power plant. 

" Now listen, Girly, the bungalow has five 
rooms — drawing-room, dining-room and den, 
two sleeping rooms besides the kitchen, pantry, 
bath and so on. There were some good out- 
buildings which Tve had fitted up for various pur- 
poses, such as laundry, woodshed, and another 
sleeping room, which I had fixed up for a person 
of whom ril tell you more about presently 

" No no, listen here, Denny ! " as Denise 
started to interrupt, " I am coming right to it — 
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soon. When I bought the place I, of course, had 
to make a trip to a San Francisco money shop. 
While in the city I secured the services of a 
Mr. Ah Gook, a celestial gent whom I have al- 
ready rechristened ' Cooky ' for short. This per- 
son will look after the culinary department of 
la casa MacD., and Denny, he is a Jodandy of a 
cook — can cook anything from a pate de foie 
gras to eggs and potatoes a la jacket son! Yes, 
and he can clean house and is a fine launderer. 
Besides all this he is a nipping good gardener 
too. I tell you he is a cracker jack all right ! 

" I came near getting a Jap, but you see, a 
Chink makes the better servant, for he is satisfied 
to be just a Chinaman, while a Jap is always hop- 
ing he can be a white man; and when Mr. Jap 
feels he is sufficiently bleached he will invariably 
salute you with * Banzai Ohago ! ' and yump his 
yob; always in favor of his * coushin', however, 
who is always a green hand, but willing to work 
until he is also a white man, see? Well, I got 
the chink instead of the Jap— so there you are! " 
finished Douglas enthusiastically. 

" Did all of my things get up there in good 
order?" questioned Denise with slight show of 
interest. 
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"Oh yes, not a picture, statue, nor anything 
was broken ! But why don't you enthuse. Sweet- 
heart mine ? '' asked he as he peered around into 
her far-seeing eyes which were gazing moonward. 

" Why Dearest, I was just thinking you have 
left nothing for me to do," Denise replied in a 
forced bantering way. 

" Why, Sweetheart, you shall have your hands 
full taking care of me, see? But let me finish. 
Now that I am wound up Vl\ just spin out a few 
more items. Say, Denny, I have two of the 
cutest, smartest, prettiest puppies you ever saw! 
I tell you we'll have a lot of sport in training 
them. And you may name them — and also you 
may name our home, Sweetheart ! " 

"As you describe it I can almost see it all/' 
replied Denise with growing interest. 

" But listen," wittily enthused Douglas, " be- 
sides our chicken-ry and cow-ry I got a brace of 
Belgian hares, and as they multiply equal to a 
double run of sixes in a game of cribbage, we 
shall never be without game ! " 

" But, Douglas dear, what shall we do with the 
home when — ^you get busy?" irrelevantly inter- 
rupted Denise. 

"Why, you foolishness," he replied, "we'll 



lOO A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

keep it — ^keep it always as a retreat from — world 
weariness, see ? " 

As they neared the settee back of the laurus- 
tinus bush Douglas pulled Denise down beside 
himself and sang a strain, 

« You'd just ought to see me an' Denny 
Ride out in our automobile, 
In a nice new machine I will go with my queen 
On an automobile honeymoon — to-morrow.*' 

he added. 

After a season of silence, in which, sounds of 
Phoebe's merry chatter to Dale on the porch 
were borne out to the two on the settee, Denise 
observed in a matter of fact tone, as she indicated 
the bare spot beside the seat with her foot, " Say, 
Dearest, won't the Devines be glad to see this 
foot-worn spot go to grass after we are gone? " 

" No doubt of it," sanctioned Douglas, as they 
both laughed at the idea. Then said he, " FU 
venture to say, though, that if * Dallio ' were to 
remain here it would not * go to grass * in a 
hurry. Say, Denny, do you think those two 
skittish ones will ever trot double? I am begin- 
ning to think the divine Phoebe the least bit of 
a flirt, for I am positively certain that Dale would 
like to take her with him on this voyage." 
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" No, Douglas, you wrong her. I know Phoebe 
Devine better than any one, almost. She loves 
Dale, I know, and I've no doubt but what he is 
deeply in love with her but — now you will never 
tell. Dearest?" hesitated Denise. 

** Never ! Honor bright — cross my heart ! " 
vowed Douglas, indicating the cross and holding 
up his extended hand. 

" Well, she says that she just cannot bear the 
idea — of any man — owning her. And Dearest, 
when I let my mind dwell seriously on her logic 
along those lines — I am almost tempted — now, 
you never can guess — " she hesitated as she 
looked him squarely in the face. 

" No, what ? " queried Douglas, mystified. 

" Run — away — from you — '' Denise did not 
get any farther. He, with his left arm already 
around her shoulders, held her fast and smothered 
her face with kisses. 

" You would — would you ? " demanded Doug- 
las when he had released her. 

** No, Dearest, I really could not run away 
from you — now! I am yours irrevocably! I 
did try at one time to resist your love — ^but — well, 
I don't even want to try — any longer ! " replied 
Denise archly. 
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** * Mary, Mary, quite contrary' ! " quoted 
Douglas sententiously, as he chucked her under 
the chin. 

" Oh, do you think so ? '' affectedly and coyly 
answered Denise. Then she continued in mock 
gravity as if it were a question of the utmost im- 
port, " Do you know, Douglas, that I shall have 
just, one, life-long regret?" 

" What is it ? " asked he quickly, wondering 
what he had left undone. 

" Oh, but perhaps you will not think much 
of it; yet — I oftentimes think what beautiful 
letters you could have writen me had you ever 
been long enough away from me to have done 
so!" 

" Scare a fellow to death again ! " he said, as 

once more he paid her back in the same manner 

as before. Then they both laughed and bantered 

each other like children for awhile, after which 

there was a period of silence. Soon, Douglas, 

' with his face against her soft cheek, waved his 

hand toward the moon and quoted softly, ten- 
derly — 

" * To dream, and dream like yonder amber light — 
To hear each other's whispered speech * — 

is far more satisfactory to me, my Sweetheart, 
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than any long distance gush, by way of letter 
writing — uh, Sweetheart la mia ? " Without 
waiting for her to sanction what he had said he 
continued; 'soberly, a way which was new to 
Denise, " Say, Denise — I have never discussed it 
— ^but do you know it is a continual wonder to 
me how I ever came to be loved by you in the first 
place, for, having grown to manhood with an 
aversion to the fair sex in general, I fancy I have 
not always treated them very gallantly. You 
see, my aunt, being a rather crabbed sort of per- 
son, and I having no other female relatives, was 
no doubt the reason for my dislike to female 
society. Then I have been so little in the society 
of girls and women, for when I was not in school 
I was off in the woods somewhere hunting and 
fishing and all such. But just as soon as I was 
brought into close contact with you, Denny — 
dear old Chem! I shall always love chemistry 
because it brought us together. Yes, that very 
day when we, together, were performing that 
first experiment, when you pushed my hair up 
from off my forehead — well the touch of this 
hand " — he paused to kiss the loved hand — " was 
like the thrill of electricity to me — and as soon as 
I had glanced into your eyes I knew then and 
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there that you were a part of me — my better part, 
Sweetheart mine ! " Passionately he continued, 
" Denny dear, while I don't profess to have been 
always an angel, I will tell you in all candor — I 
have kept myself — pure, always — for you. 
Sweetheart la mia! " 

Feelingly, and looking him full in the face, 
Denise replied, "I know it. Dearest; I feel the 
truth of what you say, my ain true love; else you 
could not look at me when you do say it with 
those pure, true gray eyes of yours. And I — 
could not give my own priceless gift into your 
keeping did I think otherwise ! " 

Thus the two sat in low, earnest conversation 
for some time. Denise, having seemed in rather 
a pensive mood, Douglas apparently was at last 
humoring it, although he may have just then be- 
gun to sense the sacredness of the tie which was 
to bind them— on the morrow — till death did 
them part ! 

Every man, who is a man in the truest sense of 
the word — or any man who has one spark of 
good in him — is at his very best when he is about 
to be linked in marriage to a woman whom he 
knows to be good and pure. Happy is any man 
if he can at such a time say with Douglas Mac- 
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Duncan, '* I have kept myself pure always, for 
you. Sweetheart ! " 

A maiden can scarcely be a maiden if she — 
on the eve of marriage to any man, no matter 
how good nor how deeply she is in love with 
him, can think of giving up her maidenhood with- 
out a pang at the parting from her priceless 
possession. And this unaccountable fear no doubt 
is, that because of in the mere placing of the 
gift, she questions his power to keep it sacred ! 

It is not strange then that approaching wed- 
lock — one of a pure woman's happiest moments — 
should be accompanied by a sadness tinged with 
fear — such an indefinable fear! 

So it was with Denise Louden on this eve be- 
fore her marriage when she knew that on the 
morrow she would turn over her priceless jewel 
into the keeping of Douglas MacDuncan to be 
kept by him for life — sacred, in the casket of his 
heart. 

While Douglas and Denise had sat in low, 
earnest conversation he had extricated every pin 
which held her plaited hair in place. As the two 
great rope-like plaits fell to the ground at the 
back of the settee, Douglas, in gathering them 
up, quoted aptly, " ' The loose train of thy amber 
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dropping hair ' — Sweetheart, is picked up again. 
Uh-huh ! " he exclaimed exultingly, as he pulled 
the plait, on the opposite side from himself, 
across her bosom. Stroking and smoothing the 
silken ropes, continuing, he said in wonder, 
" Denny, you would never let me take your hair 
down before, and I have never known how 
really beautiful it is either ! " 

Taking up the two long, thick strands he 
wound them around their two necks, yoking their 
heads together. As they sat thus, cheek to cheek, 
Douglas began humming, "Maxwelton Braes" 
in a low sweet tenor. Soon he began to impro- 
vise words to suit his mood. With great tender- 
ness and eloquence, as only his exquisite voice 
and ardent temperament were capable of, 
Douglas, accompanied by Denise's humming in 
a low, rich contralto, paraphrased the beautiful 
lines : 

" * Judge Devine's old garden's balmy, 
Where late dost fa' th' dew, 
An' 'tis here that bonnie Denny 
Gie'd me her promise true — 
Gie'd me her promise tnie^ 
Which ne'er forgot will be ; 
An' for bonnie, bonnie Denny 
I'd lay — me doune — and dee-e. 
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Her brow, 'tis like th' snaw drift; 
Her throat, *tis like th' swan ; 
Her face, 'tis as th' fairest 
That e'er th* sun shone on — 
That e'er th' sun shone on — 
An' dark blue is her ee — 
An' for bonnie Denny Louden 
I'd lay — me doune — an' dee-e. 

Like dew on th' gowan lying 
Is th' soft fall of her feet—' " 

As Douglas sang this line, Denise suggestively- 
held up her generous sized foot, pointing to it 
in the moonlight. Ignoring her implication with 
a shake of his head, he never paused in the 
singing. 



An' like winds in summer sighing 



Her voice 'tis low an' sweet — 
Her voice 'tis low an' sweet — 
She's th' whole, whole world to me — 
An' — for bonnie Denny Louden — 
I'd lay — me doune — an' dee-e ' ". 

When they had finished singing the old ballad 
Denise said with great emotion, " Do you know. 
Dearest, that this one, sweet sentiment more than 
compensates for the lack of love-letters — yes, all 
you might have written! It shall be treasured 
always as the dearest and sweetest thing you can 
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ever say or write to me! We do have so much 
in common — we both love music and sentiment, 
and we each are of a literary turn of mind! It 
surely does seem that we were created for each 
other, and that our joined lives should be one 
long reality of happiness and congeniality!" 

" And say, Dearest — " Douglas had interrupted 
with a kiss — " before I knew you — or rather be- 
fore I gave you — myself, I was so entirely self- 
sufBcient — so much so that Mama depended on 
me instead of the more usual way. But now, it 
seems that without my * Douglas, tender and true,' 
I too should * lay me doune an* dee ' — I should be 
— ^just a rudderless boat, buffeting about on a 
storm tossed sea ! " 

Thus did Denise pour out for the first time 
the spontaneity of her love for this big, strong 
boy. 

" Well, Denny, darling, it is just as I would 
have it; I want you to rely on me! I hope I am 
strong enough to pilot you safely. And say, 
Sweetheart, until this blessed hour, Fve been half 
jealous of that ten-year-senior, old codger 
you sort of held up to me once — you know, that 
timfe on the hill! You see, I remember every 
word you have ever spoken to me — ^Ah, to 
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Bungay wid de aould chap, he could niver have 
given you love like mine, Sweetheart la mia!'' 
As he clasped her passionately in his arms; with 
a new air of proprietorship, he sang merrily, a 
verse and chorus from an old song: — 

*' ' I wouldn't have an old man 
I'll tell you the reason why, 
His neck's so long and string-y 
I'm afraid he'd never die. 

An old man ! An old man 1 
An old man soon gets gray— 

A young man comes so full of love- 
Get away, old man ! get away 1' " 

With this Douglas failed in creating the at- 
mosphere of gaiety which he intended, so with, 
" Yes, indeed, life shall be one long reality of 
happiness for us, Denny, for my love for you is 
great enough to make it so ! " he finished deci- 
sively, then fell silent. 

In silence too eloquent for words they sat, 
bound together by the silken strands of Denise's 
hair. They heard Phoebe walk with Dale to the 
gate, then the distant footsteps of the departing 
guest, and finally Phoebe's light skipping patter 
back to the house and in. 

Denise deftly bound up her hair, Douglas pin- 
ning the shining plaits to place with the pins 
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which he took from his pocket, one by one. He 
had essayed the task of doing up the hair but 
had failed in the attempt. The two, loth to leave 
the garden, set to watching the moon, Denise 
pointing out the woman's profile in it. 

" How strange," she commented, " that artists 
and writers, hunting for originality, have never 
to my knowledge woven that perfect profile into 
any of their themes." 

" Oh say, Denny," interposed Douglas, " I 
have a thought. Let us always hereafter, the 
night of every full moon, look at that matchless 
profile and think of this evening of perfect bliss ! 
Shall it be so, Sweetheart?" 

How little the two realized what a perfect pic- 
ture they presented to the moon — he, so tall and 
broad-shouldered, his large finely shaped head, 
bared, and his wide set, wide open gray eyes, 
fixed earnestly on first the moon then on the face 
just below his own. 

She, also tall, her perfect figure finely propor- 
tioned; her oval face unnaturally pale in the 
white light of the moon; her half closed eyes, 
looking out from long dark lashes, first at the 
moon, .then at the darker face just above her 
own. 
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With her full lips parted in a smile she sanc- 
tioned, " Yes, do let us, Dearest, you always 
think of the right thing at just the right time! 
Yes always, hereafter, as we see the full moon, 
let us remember this, the happiest moment of our 
lives ! *' 

In the distance rang out a chime of twelve. 
It was a new day ! 

" Our wedding day. Sweetheart la mial " said 
Douglas, as he once more clasped her to his 
breast, passionately. "And do you really love 
your honey boy ? '' Together they breathed, 
" Always, now and forever ! " 

As they started toward the gate, Denise, in 
glancing back, waved her hand, with " Good bye. 
Old Laurustinus ! " 

After several attempts, Douglas eventually 
tore himself away, Denise pensively watching 
him out of sight. Soon was borne back to her on 
the night breeze a long, vibrant, barytone whis- 
tling. He was whistling an old college favorite, 
" Ze-ze, zee, zum zum ! " How can he be so 
cheerful and carefree while I have a sadness I 
cannot account for!** murmured Denise, almost 
tearfully, as she walked slowly to the house and 
to bed. 
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As she combed and brushed her hair she took' 
herself to task. It was right or it was not right ! 
She finally put a question squarely to herself, 
which should decide matters surely. It was: 
Should she be happier that moment if she knew 
she were not to wed this man for an indefinite 
length of time, leaving him and herself to go 
their own separate ways — say, for a few years 
at least? 

As she caught a glimpse of her pale face it 
seemed to reply, " No, you know you would not 
want to be separated from him for even a day. 
You know your very soul is as surely bound to 
his as your two heads were an hour ago by those 
silken threads which you are now brushing. 
You also know you want him with you every 
moment! And so, just you try to smile all this 
away." 

With the smile still on her face she went to 
sleep, trusting to the future to take all this 
strange fear from her. 

At nine of the o'clock a. m., two fitly mated 
people were joined in marriage in the presence 
of the Devines and Dale Wheeler. 

Judge Devine, having been a friend of Denise's 
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father, gave the bride away. Denise was gowned 
in a soft, creamy white something, which clung 
to her graceful figure. Never had she appeared 
more beautiful, her extreme pallor only accentu- 
ating the contrast between her hair, eyes and 
brows. 

As Douglas, in conventional black, and big in 
every sense of the word, placed the marriage 
band on Denise's finger he whispered, " Always, 
now and forever ! *' and her lips motioned the 
echo. 

After congratulations and many loving hugs 
by Mrs. Devine and Phoebe, Denise exchanged 
her wedding robe for one suited to automobiling, 
Douglas also preparing for the going away. 

After many good-byes the two, with suit- 
cases, were soon off amid a shower of rice. The 
last articles to come their way were a pair of old 
shoes, thrown by Dale with the parting salute, 
" Last look, Sweeties ! " 

Just after the two had comfortably cleared the 
city limits Douglas suddenly brought the auto- 
mobile to a stop. 

"Is there anything wrong, Douglas?" anxi- 
ously inquired Denise. 

" Not at all, Sweetl^art ; everything is as right 
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as right can make it. I only want to introduce 
ourselves — and kiss my — wife! Mrs. Mac- 
Duncan — your lord and master — ^your husband, 
ha! ha! And Doug. MacD. you chump, behold 
your queen — ^your ruling spirit — ^your wife, ha! 
ha ! ** Suiting the action to the word he kissed 
her. Coyly and with merry dissembling, Denise 
started to quote what another Eve in another 
Eden had said to her lord and master, ** ' What 
thou biddest I will obey.' " She did not get to 
finish, but soon she exclaimed, " Oh, Douglas, 
stop, there comes an auto load of people ! *' 

" Who cares for all the people — can't a fellow 
kiss his own wife without asking consent? 
Especially when he has the dearest, sweetest, 
loveliest — there, IVe run out of adjectives; but 
she is the best little wife! There, that's it — 
Little Wife — uh. Sweetheart la miaf And 
" Little Wife " was another pet name for Denise. 

Away they went, Douglas singing at the top of 
his voice the chorus, " A Hunting We Will Go ! ** 
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CHAPTER VI 



EUCALYPTUS RETREAT 



A MONTH of bliss as perfect as ever fell to 
the lot of mere mortals was the portion allotted 
by Hymen to the newly married pair at Euca- 
lyptus Retreat. 

If ever a man worshiped his wife Douglas 
MacDuncan was that man. And with the pass- 
ing of Denise's strange fear of sadness at the 
parting from her maidenhood she had allowed 
herself to be swept into the vortex of his love 
until she was amazed to remember that she had 
ever tried to have their union postponed to an 
indefinite time. 

Douglas was so tender and thoughtful for her 
that she thought, if such could be possible, that he 
grew nearer and dearer with each passing day. 
And she was fully convinced that she had never 
lived before! She was also as fully convinced 
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that she could not now live without him, so per- 
fect was their love for each other. 

Douglas was equally positive that without this 
one woman — his natural mate — life for him 
would be a barren desert. To him she had ever 
been a constant surprise, but now she was noth- 
ing short of a complete revelation in a new 
sweetness and charm of personality, that he told 
himself he was the discoverer and developer of. 
In his egotism along these lines he had forgotten 
that it was an especial charm of her personality 
that had heretofore lured him on to seek her. A 
charm it was that had attracted others besides 
Douglas MacDuncan. 

That first day when Douglas had driven his 
machine along the eucalyptus driveway to the 
bungalow Denise exclaimed ecstatically, " Oh, 
Douglas, I have it! It shall be Eucalyptus 
Retreat! You know you said it should always 
be a retreat for us ! So isn't that an appropriate 
name ? " 

" Sure, Darlint, I knew you would name it 
O.K.,*' replied Douglas, as he clasped her in his 
arms when she stepped out of the machine. 

Two roly-poly brown setter puppies, yipping 
and extending welcome, came tumbling down the 
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slight incline from the region beyond the wood- 
shed. Denise, turning to them, exclaimed, " And 
oh, are those the puppies, and are they male and 
female?'' 

" Yes, boy and girl — ^and aren't they beauties, 
Denise? " replied Douglas to both questions, ask- 
ing another as he clapped his hands at the tum- 
bling dogs. 

" Yes, indeed, they are beauties, Douglas, and 
they are — ^Jack and Jill! See, they have named 
themselves! Little tumbling things! Dearest, 
do you know I do just love all little young 
things?" 

" Uh huh, glad I am young and am not ten 
years your senior — ha ! ha ! " said he, teasingly. 

" I said little, so you don't count, you old big 
boy ! " she replied banteringly. 

As Douglas towsled the young dogs, he said, 
" Yes, sir, Denny, the names are a fit— couldn't 
have found more appropriate ones if we had 
hunted clear through a dog nomenclature. They 
are surely applicable in that the dogs are cousins ; 
and Jack is a month older than Jill — see, 
Denny?" 

Denise was enraptured with the bungalow, with 
its wide veranda, the garden and lawn, flanked 
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by many ornamental trees and shrubs. Inside, 
Douglas had forestalled her every wish in the 
matter of tasteful furnishings and conveniences. 
Art rugs were laid on all the polished floors. The 
furniture was mostly in mission style, even to the 
little upright piano in the living room, which was 
library as well. He had all the walls tinted to 
match her type, he told her. So everything was 
just right. 

After their arrival, that day, when they had 
gotten some of the travel dust off and Denise 
had rearranged her hair and had put on a clean, 
cool shirtwaist, she exclaimed, as she came out 
from the blue and white sleeping room to find 
Douglas in the biggest Morris chair she had ever 
seen, " Oh, Dearest, how you have worked to 
get this all ready for us ! " 

Replying, he said, " Why, you foolishness, I 
began this months and months ago ! " 

"What — before I had promised?" she ex- 
exclaimed in mock gravity. 

" Yes, Sweetheart mine, I knew it would come 
to this eventually," as he pulled her into the chair 
beside himself. 

" You aren't sorry, Darlint ? " as he smoothed 
her cheek. 
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" I've a notion to change the name ! " replied 
she in pretended offense. 

" Poor name — ^why, Denny, * a rose by any 
other name would smell as sweet/ Shall you 
call it Robbers' Roost, or Bandits' Retreat — 
because I presumed — uh ? " 

" You bad old honey boy — I've a notion to call 
it— our Eden ! " For this fright Douglas planted 
fully a dozen kisses under her chin on her warm 
soft neck. 

" To pay you. Missy, for scaring your honey 
boy — Aren't you glad I got this old mother com- 
fort of a chair? As big as we both are its just 
a fit. And I don't care, Little Wife, what you 
name the old place; we at any rate, will make it 
our Eden ! " Douglas paused as he let the back 
of the chair fall several notches back. Leaning 
back, they rested and waited for the lunch Ah 
Gook had in process of preparation, of which 
they were getting many appetizing odors. 

The two were like children with a new play- 
house. The first week was spent by them in set- 
ting their house in order, and they hung and re- 
hung, arranged and rearranged all of Denise's 
and her mother's pictures, works of art, dra- 
peries and hangings. All books belonging to 
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themselves they unpacked and placed on shelves 
in the library corner of the living room where, 
nearby, and beside an alcove window was 
Denise's own big writing desk near an open fire- 
place. 

When they had about completed the arranging 
of things Denise declared, '* It is all just like 
playing house and I fear that as soon as we get 
all done that I shall want to tear it all down and 
rebuild it!" 

" Oh, no, Darlint, we will rest on our laurels 
then ! " replied Douglas, enthusiastically. 

The den off the living room, had been a rev- 
elation to Denise. It was filled with trophies of 
Douglas' hunting prowess. Upon the floor were 
many skins of wild animals, while many mounted 
deer heads and horns adorned the walls. One 
side of the room was a veritable arsenal, guns 
of several kinds being hung in brackets against 
the wall, while one corner held fishing tackle 
galore. 

" Here is your weapon, Denny." Douglas 
took a light new gun from its rack. 

*'Oh!" she replied, "why. Dearest, I have 
never shot a gun in all my life — I — I — could not 
kill the least little thing — ^as big as I am ! " 
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^' Oh well, you don't have to, only I thought 
you would like to learn to shoot/' replied 
Douglas, as he replaced the gun. 

Quickly Denise said, " Oh to be sure, Douglas, 
I shall be glad to learn to shoot, but — not to 
kill ! " 

As they sat on the leather-covered couch he 
told her where and when he had killed all the 
game which the trophies represented. 

" No wonder. Dearest, you never had time to 
get acquainted with girls ! " observed Denise. 

" I am well acquainted with one — the only one 
who was created for me — my own Little Wife; 
so that sufficeth, see?" responded Douglas 
lovingly. 

"Dearest, if ever I wished to be small it is 
when you call me Little Wife in that caressing 
way. It is then that I feel I should like to be a 
living reality of the term — ^then I could cuddle 
up in your lap like a kitten puss I " as she snug- 
gled up to his side. 

"Ah, Sweetheart, la mia, I should not then 
love you so much — ^there not being so much 
of you to love, uh?" at which speech Denise 
gave some love taps, then kisses to cure them. 
And so they turned everything into play. 
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Ah Gook, or " Cooky/' as Douglas called him, 
was indeed a treasure. That first day when 
Douglas said, " Cooky, this is Mrs. MacDuncan," 
Cooky had accepted the introduction with " Me 
vella glad'a slee Missy Dluncan ! " and from the 
moment Denise shook hands with Ah Gook he 
became her faithful slave. He was ever after on 
the alert to wait upon her and please her. 

" My, what a clean kitchen ! " she had en- 
thused. Then Cooky — clean from head to heels, 
with clean white blouse, white, stiffly starched 
apron, fairly glistening, with shining yellow face 
and shaved pate; grinning and showing nearly 
all his white teeth, asked, " Missy Dluncan, you 
heap liky housey — an' glarden an' evehting?" 

" Yes," replied Denise, " everything is fine. 
Ah Gook, your vegetable garden, berries and all — 
the house is so clean and nice too ; it's all fine ! " 
she had exclaimed. 

When the home nest was all in order Denise 
found that she had more time at her disposal 
than she could recollect ever having had before 
in her whole life. 

It was such an entirely new existence for her. 
As far back as she could remember she had al- 
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ways been busy at something. In vacation 
times it had always been music lessons, and ever 
since she had been old enough to think, she had 
been trying to write : scribbling. 

The only writing that she did during this bliss- 
ful period was to her mother, in which she set 
forth at great length her happiness. In depict- 
ing the many good qualities of Douglas she 
waxed eloquent with the promise that the mother 
sliould see for herself what a dear good boy he 
was. And she knew that the mother would also 
love him! 

During forenoons the two, always together, 
busied themselves around the bungalow or in 
tramping over the grounds. Together they an- 
alyzed the water in a mineral spring which they 
had discovered, and which they found to be 
highly impregnated with many curative prop- 
erties. Their mornings were spent by Douglas' 
teaching and drilling Denise in target shooting. 
She had learned to shoot, and as her teacher put 
it, " You are letter perfect in hitting dead center, 
Denny ! " 

Many afternoons they read, each taking turns; 
much of the time the one listening would be lying 
in the hammock on the veranda, while the other 
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sat near. Evenings, they spent in various ways. 
About once a week they went into town to a 
theatre or musicale, going to and from by way of 
electric car line generally. Other evenings were 
devoted to music, Douglas playing exquisitely 
on his violin, oftentimes accompanied Denise 
on the piano. Then together they sang, and 
so on. 

Many evenings they spent sitting side by side 
in the Morris chair, either on the veranda or in 
the living room, in a silence so eloquently perfect 
that thus in the commingling of their very souls 
their powers of speech would seem overawed at 
their happiness. These two fitly mated people had 
as completely become merged into one, as it is 
possible for two distinctly separate beings to be- 
come. 

"Dearest, see the woman's profile in the 
moon!" exclaimed Denise, as they sat in the 
big chair on the veranda the evening of their 
first marriage anniversary of a month. 

The moon had just rounded itself above a 
large datura bush, the bush being heavy with 
waxen-white, trumpet-shaped blooms, laden with 
fragrance. 

"Yes, Little Wife," replied Douglas to 
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Denise's question. Then after he had sung 
" Bonnie, Bonnie Denny ! " he asked, " And 
say. Sweetheart, are you as happy now as you 
were the night we made the compact — com- 
memorative of that night of bliss ? " 

"Happy! Why, Dearest, I did not know 
what the word happiness meant then. To think 
I was so strangely sad that evening, and yet 
withal happy. But not like this! I have 
learned that a perfect love does cast out fear. 
My, to think I feared my big old boy! Our 
love is perfect, isn't it, Dearest?" 

*' Yes, Little Wife, perfectly perfect ! " sanc- 
tioned he. And they sat in an ideal silence with 
face against face, clasped in each other's arms, 
two souls in one, watching that faultless profile 
in the moon. 

A few days later the two made a trip to San 
Francisco in the automobile, pausing on the way 
to see the Devines. When they returned to 
Eucalyptus Retreat Douglas had with them a full 
camp outfit, together with suitable camp clothing 
for Denise and himself. " What shall I do with 
my hair, Douglas ? " asked Denise in concern 
when, after she had donned her short, tan, cordu- 
roy skirt and Norfolk jacket with boots and leg- 
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gings to match ; she had tried to adjust the broad 
felt hat 

" Why, just wad it up and slap the sombrero 
over it. See, the crown is high enough to hold it, 
isn't it ? There, that's it ! Now, you look every 
inch a man, Denis old chap I " as he patted her on 
the shoulder. 

Denise took a look at herself in the mirror and 
said half heartedly, " Do you like me to look like 
a man, Douglas, with my hair, which you love, 
all out of sight?" 

" I want you to be comfy. Little Wife. You 
see white waists and pretty hats are not con- 
ducive to comfort where we are going." That 
settled it with Denise. Douglas liked her thus 
and though, as she put it, her hair, what was to 
be seen of it, complexion and clothes were all 
fashioned from the same piece of cloth, she 
would wear them to please her husband. 

Denise had some high and mighty ideas of 
how a wife should always try to please her 
husband. 

Douglas, in his corduroys, high top-boots and 
broad Stetson, looked handsome to her; and she 
reasoned that no doubt he held the same opinion 
regarding her late attire, though he had repeat- 
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edly told her he liked her best in blue and white. 
As she turned away she said, *' I surely have 
lost my identity, Dearest, as you said I should." 

A day or two later found the two in camp be- 
side a little gurgly creek, high in the mountains 
in the heart of a redwood forest, where there was 
pitched a sleeping tent and was built a bower for 
culinary purposes, Denise helping with the work. 

That first evening, when Douglas had lighted 
the huge camp-fire; which they had both built 
earlier in the evening; and as the flames lighted 
the tops of the giant trees, sending out a 
resinous fragrance, Douglas remarked, as they 
two sat in camp chairs on a spread canvas, 
" Sweetheart, this reminds me of those lines by 
Lang — how do they run ? — Oh, yes, I have it : 

« * Deep in the woods as twilight darkens 
Glades are red with the scented fire ; 
Far in the dell the white maid harkens— 
Song and sigh of the heart's desire t ' 

" Only," he hitched his chair alongside of hers, 
"my white maid isn't far in the dells, though 
she is my heart's desire all right — isn't she, Little 
.Wife of my soul?" 

"Yes, Dearest, but you must shave the very 
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first thing to-morrow!" And when, later, they 
lay in their tent listening to the gurgling water in 
the creek, the soft whoishing of redwood tops, and 
the distant call of night birds together with many 
other strange woods noises, Denise confessed 
whisperingly that she had a fearsome feeling. 

" Never you fear. Sweetheart la mia, here is 
my trusty old repeater by my head ; I can put my 
hand on it at a moment's notice. And the pups 
would give us warning of danger if there should 
be any, which there won't. So, now, you just 
fall to listening at that gurgle for a while. It 
reminds one of, 

** * How 3weet it were, hearing the downward stream 
With half shut eyes — ever to — seem 
Falling asleep in a half dream — ' 

" So let's make believe we are in the land of the 
lotus-eaters, Sweetheart ! " He reassured and 
petted her as if she had been a little frightened 
child. 

My dear husband/' softly replied Denise, 
you surely do know something to say to fit 
every occasion. And a perfect love does cast out 
all kinds of fear!" she whispered in his ean 
Like babes in the woods they were soon lulled 
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to sleep by the gentle ripple of creek and a 
whoishing chorus as of windharps atop the giant 
redwoods ! 

Next morning Denise awoke to find herself 
alone, and before she could take time to fully 
dress she looked out of the tent to see Douglas 
coming with a string of trout, which he had 
caught within a stone's throw of the camp. 

So sped the time away. Within a week's time 
Denise had learned the art of preparing many 
camp dishes, in which art Douglas, being teacher, 
was himself a past-master. 

Denise tramped the mountains over with her 
husband on short hunting trips, and though she 
always carried her little gun she never killed a 
thing the whole time they were in camp. It be- 
came the custom, however, for her to stalk game 
for Douglas to shoot. 

She did become expert at fishing, though, and 
many times her strings of the speckled beauties 
would be heavier than her husband's. 

" Dearest, why do we take so many more of 
these pretty little speckled things than we really 
need? " asked Denise one morning when they had 
landed more trout than usual. 
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Replying, Douglas said, " Why, I would rather 
catch them than eat them, almost, Denny." 

" Well, all the same," said she, rather posi- 
tively, "Let us not catch any more hereafter 
than we can use, Douglas, for I can't think it is 
right. Then I also believe you kill too many 
quail and rabbits, don't you ? " 

" Why, listen here, Denny, I don't exceed the 
limit of game laws — do I ? " replied he, as if to 
vindicate himself. 

" No, Dearest, you perhaps do not exceed the 
limit of man-made game laws, but to take any 
kind of wild life unnecessarily seems to me an 
infringement on the laws of nature — and I just 
cannot reconcile myself to it! " 

" Infringement nothing ! Why, you little 
chicken-hearted girly!" replied Douglas, with a 
caress. But Denise, for the first time, accepted 
his caress in a passive manner. 

With September, came nights suggestive of 
frost, so the two lotus-eaters tore themselves 
apart from this primitive mode of life — ^making 
their way in the machine through towering red- 
woods out to the main traveled road. In going 
back and forth daily to their mail box, Douglas 
had beaten out a fairly good road. Although 
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they had isolated themselves from people they 
had received their mail regularly. 

Douglas declared, the evening before they 
broke camp, that with Denise beside him he 
should be content to live out his life there. In 
rapture, he exclaimed, *' Light of my life, without 
you — an)rwhere, for that matter, I should be 
just an old tumbled down shack, minus even 
a window." Yes, Little Wife, 'with thee con- 
versing ' I should indeed forget all time, here, in 
this groved temple — our Eden ! '* 

"But, Dearest," responded she, ^*what an 
empty and selfish existence it would become. 
Though, if by living this primitive life we could 
be giving something to the world — a something 
to benefit posterity, for instance, why then I, too, 
should be contented in this groved temple, alone 
with you ; but wherever we shall be placed we will 
make our Eden, besides giving something of our- 
selves to the world. 

" You see. Dearest," she continued in the same 
strain, " I am not doing good work of late, else 
those last stories would not have been returned, 
and the editor would not have advised me to 
follow my original style." 

"Oh, shoot the writing, Denny; you don't 
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have to write, and besides, how, I should love to 
have you point out, has posterity, the spalpeen, 
ever benefited us ! " This speech produced the 
effect which was intended, and to the sententious 
pun Denise replied in mock solemnity, " I have 
been shooting the writing, Douglas, have almost 
laid it low, as I have explained — ^but. Dearest, if 
— if you should ever have a — son, for instance, 
would you want him to lead such an aimless and 
selfish life?'' 

" What a preacher the Little Wife is be- 
coming! Well, 'sufficient unto the day is the 
evil thereof,' but if I should ever become the 
proud parent of a son, for instance," as he quoted 
her, " I should make of him the greatest Nimrod 
in all the world!" Laughing, Douglas pulled 
his wife into his arms. 

Replying with some spirit, Denise said, " Now, 
Douglas, that is twice you have said * sufficient 
unto the day is the evil thereof ' regarding chil- 
dren, and with all your good sense, your tender- 
ness and affection, I cannot believe you would 
think them an — evil ! " 

With much caressing and petting, Douglas, in 
his own poetical way soon had the ruffied feathers 
smoothed and Denise's mind centered on himself 
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so that they, both laughing and talking of their 
present happiness, whiled away their last even- 
ing in the mountains, watching again, through a 
flap window in their tent, that perfect contour of 
the woman's profile in the moon. 
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CHAPTER VII 

SOME ILLUSIONS DISPELLED 

In the foregoing the narrator has endeavored 
to show how perfectly mated was this couple, 
Denise and Douglas MacDuncan. If it were 
only possible to say now, *' and they lived happily 
ever after, finis," the first of this tale would 
thereby become a meaningless and superfluous 
nothing. 

No, the nuptial song of Douglas MacDuncan 
and his wife did not Hit along in a continuous 
harmony. In time it began veering oflF to sundry 
minor chords, then the melody of it fell below 
concert pitch; in time it fell flat and altogether 
unmusical, until it died out in a wild jangle of 
unmusical sounds. Be it said, by their own fool- 
ishness in the first instance they plunged head- 
long to their own bitter undoing. Although, but 
for the perfidy of a supposed friend, they could 
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soon have found the proper key, and the song 
with a slight discordance would have become 
melodious right away. 

Nearly the whole of that first autumn time, 
after their marriage, was spent by Douglas and 
Denise in outdoor life, which in itself was right 
and proper. Together they hunted quail, wild 
pigeons and other small game. But this narrow 
latitude was wholly inadequate to the larger as- 
pirations of Douglas along lines of hunting; so 
he, with Denise and the two dogs, Jack and Jill, 
went far after deer. 

In November Douglas took his wife off to 
northern Arizona on a wild turkey kill; when, 
after returning from that jaunt, he busied him- 
self around their home. Among other things he 
built an aviary for some wild birds which he was 
taming, among them being a hawk, which he told 
Denise he could train as a falcon hunter, and that 
some time he should, with her, go to England, 
and taking along the hawk, he should " just show 
Mark Brand," an English college mate of his and 
Denise's, " some fancy stunts in falconry! " 

Another enterprise which occupied Douglas' 
time was his construction of an original inven- 
tion, it being no less a thing than a stalking 
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horse. It was built of withes of light wood, 
fashioned like a small horse, and, being covered 
by a reddish kind of hairy cloth, with mane and 
tail, the illusion was good. 

" By Halifax! won't I slay the ducks, Denny, 
when I get inside of this nag with my shotgun ! 
See here, how it works — just button this flap — 
it's as handy and easy to operate as — a patent 
placket fastener! Looks about like Bicknell's 
old bay mare, doesn't it ? " explained and ques- 
tioned Douglas, enthusiastically. 

"Yes," simply replied his wife. 

Denise was once more trying to write, or 
rather she was trying to rewrite some of her 
work that had been returned as not available. 
But about the time she would get herself settled 
nicely at work it was, " Denny, come and let us 
do that," or " I want you to see this," from 
Douglas. So nothing was accomplished by her. 

About this time Phoebe came for a week's 
visit, and she was thoroughly enjoyed by both. 
They had glowing accounts from Dale, and in 
strictest privacy Phoebe asked Denise if she 
regretted marrying; also telling Denise how 
Dale was urging her to make up her mind that 
either he should come for her the next year or 
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that she should come to him. " Now, tell 
me, Honey, the truth!" almost demanded 
Phoebe. 

" Phoebe, listen here ; if you loved Dale as I 
love Douglas you would not hesitate a moment! 
Why, Douglas is a part of me, Girly. Of 
course," she added, sagely, " they are both very 
young men, but I have to laugh whenever I think 
of how I did, at one time, think I should marry 
a man many years my senior. Douglas teases 
me unmercifully about 'the old codger,' as he 
calls my then supposed affinity!" 

" Well, anyhow, next year is a long way off 
yet," replied Phoebe, evasively. 

The long winter evenings came and it was 
then that Denise began to recover her lost laurels 
in the writing world. Douglas enjoyed hearing 
her read to him the creations and fabrications of 
her fertile mind. Many times he helped out by 
suggesting changes in their construction, and in 
many other ways. Together they laughed at her 
droll humor or grew sober at her pathos, both 
of which her writings were highly impregnated 
with, Douglas, joking about the growing bank 
account. 

With music, reading and writing occupying 
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their evenings, and with hunting, tramping and 
occasional trips into town, when it was not rain- 
ing, filling up the day spaces, winter soon ^ave 
place to spring. Then gardening was added to 
their repertory. 

Spring passing, the MacDuncans saw their 
first marriage anniversary a month of?. Douglas 
had lessened in a measure his spontaneous and 
poetically affectionate manner toward his wife, 
as man to woman, and had seemingly made 
Denise his chum only. 

In walking about with her his arm would be 
swung about her neck, man fashion. The 
" Little Wife " had almost become an obsolete 
term with him, and in its stead he had substituted 
" Denis, old chap," or " old chum." 

It was evening and the two were sitting in the 
Morris chair out on the veranda. 

"Dearest, do you know that just a month 
from to-day we shall have been married a year ? " 
asked Denise, as she stroked a big hand, which 
lay in her lap. Smoking, Douglas did not reply 
immediately. Continuing, Denise again asked, 
" And say, do you remember your promise — ^that 
after a year's rest you w6uld get busy at — ^your 
life's work, Douglas?" 
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Throwing away his cigar stub, Douglas replied, 
" Yes, old chap, I know about the anniversary 
all right and I have a cloudy recollection of a 
promise given — ^but, Denny, you know all's fair 
in love and war — no, no, listen," as she started to 
interrupt, " my life's work is to make you happy, 
and say now, aren't you happy just as we are — 
honest? I don't think it could be improved 
upon ! " 

" But, Douglas, you know '* 

" Yes, I know all you would say, but wait a 
moment and I will a plan unfold. You see, 
within a year I shall be twenty-six — getting old, 
uh ! — like you wanted I should once " 

Interrupting, Denise said with spirit, "Yes, 
and I shall be twenty-four and it's about as con- 
soling as the knowledge that when your rival, 
who is your own a^e, has arrived at the age of 
fifty years you have also arrived ! " 

" Now, listen. Old Chappie," said Douglas 
cajolingly, after they had laughed at Denise's 
comparison, " when I am twenty-six I shall come 
into my full inheritance, and now this is what 
I've planned for you and myself — We will go 
abroad — go down into Africa and get some big 
game, some worth while, taking the mater along, 



I40 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

too, if she wishes. Now what do you say to it, 
old chap ! " 

" Oh, Douglas ! The trip abroad — I should 
love it, and to get mama, but — that incessant 
hunting, hunting! It seems so out of place with 
you, Dearest, when I know you are built for 
something grander ; and then it seems so cruel to 
me, to just want to kill and kill ! " responded 
Denise in an agitated manner. 

"We-11," drawled out Douglas, "some men 
take to drink — some to gambling — some to out- 
door sports, like hunting for example — while still 
others take to — ^women with pink tea accompani- 
ments. Which would you rather I made a hobby 
of, Denise?" 

" Look here, Douglas," said Denise, now 
greatly in earnest, " it is a far cry between a joke 
and a no joke, but if you ihean what you have 
said, I want to ask if it is necessary for a man 
of your intellect and education to ride his hobby 
roughshod — if you can call some of those horrid 
things, you have just mentioned, hobbies — yes, 
is it right to ride said hobby over every other 
good thing that is really worth while in life! 
Now, if it were a side issue with you, a diversion 
from work, it would be an entirely different 
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matter; yet you make it the business of first im- 
portance — this hunting mania, as I see it ! " 

" But Denise, I don't ever really need to work," 
said Douglas still in a light manner; whereupon 
Denise continued with her argument. 

" Every person who is neither an invalid nor a 
fool should work at something! Our affections 
for our loved ones, to my mind, are measured by 
our service to the world — in the giving something 
of ourselves to the betterment of mankind. And 
do you know, Douglas, that I believe man only 
mounts above the brute creation when he sur- 
mounts his own brute instinct. So, can any one 
be wholly human who is continually in strife with 
wild animal life — seeking always, slaughter?" 

" By Halifax, Den. you are as full of mystery 
to-night as a club sandwich. First I know you 
will be organizing a society for the prevention of 
cruelty to wild animals, and no doubt you'll want 
to make me president of the blooming concern! 
As for my working — I believe you would be 
glad to see me — well, make a specialty of raising 
cucumbers d la Bicknell! You get a notion in 
your noggin and nothing can get it out. Yes sir, 
your opinion along certain lines is as set as — ^the 
expression of a carved face on a totem pole, so 
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there, Girly ! " he finished in an off-hand manner, 
as though he would close the issue. Not so 
Denise, for she retorted with — "Well, if my 
opinions are set, your promises are as movable 
as the church's feast days. And yes, you are right 
in that I would be glad to see you even raise cu- 
cumbers — if by so doing you raised them as 
scientifically as does Bicknell ; for who but a real 
scientific gardener like he is, can raise them in a 
hothouse from perennial vines, thus supplying 
the winter market. 

" Dearest," she finished, as she looked him 
squarely in the eyes, " believe me, I only want 
my husband to be something besides just a loiterer 
and spender ! " 

" Do you love me the less on account of the 
lack of what you expect of me, Denny? " asked 
Douglas as he let his arm fall around her soft 
warm neck, " because," he continued, " as Emer- 
son has said, which saying aptly fits my case, ' if 
you can love me for what I am we shall be the 
happier ', see — can you, Denny ? " 

" Oh, you old cheater, you ! " exclaimed Denise. 
" Dearest, you have only quoted enough of that 
to fit your own argument." Clapping her hands 
she merrily continued the quotation. " Listen, 
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here is more of it: * I will seek to deserve that 
you should ' — ah ha ! Now old schemer, will you 
compromise ! " 

" Now, Missy, if you are going in for detail 
and accuracy listen again yourself ! '* as he held 
his crossed fingers in front of her face. " Why 
didn't you finish it — old Ralph Waldo further 
elucidates, ' I must be myself ' — so there you are 
— ho, ho ! he, hee ! " finished Douglas as he kissed 
her soft cheek. 

A truce was called by Denise. 

When they met on these latest grounds she 
could not resist the mastery of this masterful 
man; this man, who, by his overpowering per- 
sonality dominated her whole being, body and 
mind, as she took it. 

Up pushed a segment of full moon just above 
the bloom hung datura bush, and as they watched 
it mount the dome of sky, Douglas made a new 
compact with Denise, that she felt in duty bound 
to recognize, notwithstanding the fact that some 
of her pre-matrimonial illusions had been ruth- 
lessly dispelled by Douglas' careless and easy 
setting aside of his word, given under promise of 
marriage from herself. " But," she thought op- 
timistically, " it will all come right in time when 
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he shall be older. I just will trust him still, for 
he IS my own dear husband — ^mine for better or 
for worse — till death does us part, and, yes," she 
answered him aloud, " of course I do love you, 
Dearest, always, now and forever ! " 

Douglas then outlined a plan to Denise 
whereby things should stand as they were for 
another six months, then at the end of that time, 
they were to go to some city, which they were to 
decide upon later. " And I'll brush up on miner- 
alogy and mining engineering — go into some as- 
saying establishment, and — finally, Til get busy 
to please you — Sweetheart. We'll then away to 
Montana; or Alaska, where we'll incidentally 
get some polar game. Oh, it won't be so worse, 
will it, Denis, Old Chappie?" finished he en- 
thusiastically. 

" No, not altogether to please me, Dearest, but 
because it is right for you to fill your place in 
the world's machinery!" replied she feelingly, 
not noticing the question at the latter part of his 
speech. 

The month of August wks once again spent in 
the mountain camp. There seemed to be some- 
thing amiss — a something which had been and 
now was not. The camp, the little bouldered 
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creek, growing thick with rushes, and ferns — 
man high — together with the groved temple of 
redwoods, with their tops touching the sky — all, 
everything material was just as it had been the 
year before. But, for all, there was a something 
lacking, and it saddened Denise, though she made 
no outward show. 

She reasoned that if only Douglas did not seem 
so bloodthirsty in trying to kill every wild thing, 
then this sport would be a pleasurable diversion ; 
and to kill just enough game for their use would 
be all right and proper. She did not even cast a 
line for the little coppery, speckled trout. She 
even grew to dislike her corduroy outing suit, 
so associating it with the hunt, thinking it gave 
her a masculine air and — could it be? Yes, she 
was sure as she summed it up that she had become 
masculine in her husband's eyes, causing him to 
cease all that tender love-making which had ac- 
companied that other trip. Then, she thought, 
with painful distinctness how, even when they 
were at home he was not like he used to be. So 
it really could not be that she had unsexed herself 
by this — from her present reasoning — ^masculine 
dress. 

While all these thoughts pained Denise she re- 
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membered that occasionally she had caught 
glimpses of her husband's real character, as she 
took it, one of which had pleased her much. 

They had only the one dog. Jack, with them. 
Jill, being heavy with approaching motherhood, 
was left behind. Douglas had said, when they 
were about to start, " Jack, sir, you may go ; but 
Jill, if you should go and run much after game 
you might lose your babies." So he shut Jill 
in her kennel with this instruction, " Cooky, you 
feed and water Jill, and don't let her out for a 
few days, and when the puppies come, take good 
care of Jill, sabe? " 

This, to Denise, was a phase of character in her 
husband that she did not know existed, and she 
felt very tender toward him on account of it. 

The month in camp was passed by the two in 
much the same way as that of the year before, 
with Douglas killing and doing also all of the 
fishing. Though Denise carried her gun faith- 
fully she seldom discharged it, and if she did it 
was only in practice at a mark. 

She was glad and relieved when she knew the 
time was near at hand when they would return 
home. 

A few evenings before the time of breaking 
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camp Douglas and Denise, as was their custom, 
were sitting beside their camp-fire. Suddenly 
and without warning, out of the blackness of the 
forest came an unearthly sound — a long drawn 
out, shrill scream it was at first, that fairly rent 
the solitude of the groved temple, as it reverber- 
ated and died away in a long hoarse gurgle ! 

Instinctively Denise flung herself into Doug- 
las' arms, quivering with fear and apprehension. 
As he held her fast he laughingly said, " Why, 
Denny, don't be frightened so; it's only a male 
Calif ornian lion making love to his mate!" 

" I — I thought it must be a woman in distress, 
Douglas; — I am so glad we are going home in a 
few days ! " said she with her teeth fairly chat- 
tering. 

That night Jack was tied near the entrance 
of the tent, and all the wood was piled on the 
fire, to quiet the fears of Denise, who never let 
loose of Douglas until she dropped off into un- 
easy sleep. 

With morning Denise was herself once again, 
her fear of the night before being gone. About 
ten o'clock the two' set off on the daily hunt, 
Douglas going on one side of the ravine, while 
Denise, as was her custom, took the other side 
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to scare up any game which might chance to be 
in her way, so that Douglas could catch the luck- 
less animal as it sought cover on the opposite 
side of the ravine. 

She was walking slowly along, admiring the 
many little groves of madrono, and chestnut oak, 
clannishly growing by themselves. The madrono 
was in the yearly stage of shedding its bark, and 
Denise was wondering, as she looked at a clump 
of this kind of tree, if it were prettier in the 
dark maroon red bark, which was being shed, or 
the pale olive green, which the boles were taking 
on with the new bark. 

Suddenly her alert attention, made so by her 
being so constantly on the watch for wild ani- 
mal life, was attracted to a clump of alders and 
willows nearer the creek side, not over a hundred 
steps to her right. Something seemed to be mov- 
ing the slightest bit. In the dark shadow of the 
bushes she could see that it was some kind of a 
large, tawny object — and yes — it did move ! Oh, 
oh — should she turn and run, was her first im- 
pulse! No, she thought quickly, for if — as she 
was certain, it had seen her, it would, in a few 
long lithe leaps, be upon her back ! Everything 
she had ever heard, of how it were better al- 
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ways to face a wild animal than to run, flashed 
through her mind ! Yes, she concluded instantly, 
it were better, much better that she should empty 
her whole magazine full of cartridges at the 
animal face to face — ^firing as long as she could, 
until she had killed it, or it, her! A flitting 
thought that possibly Douglas might hear and 
come to her rescue flashed through her mind 
also. All of these thoughts were of only momen- 
tary duration. To act was father to the thought, 
and she deliberately drew a bead upon the tawny, 
slinking animal, which she could see was indeed 
moving in the bushes, though she could not see 
it well enough to distinguish its whole form. 

" Oh, if I should miss ! " she gasped. With an 
intake of breath and a whispered prayer, " Oh 
God, direct this shot rightly!" she pulled the 
trigger and a wh-in-ge had not died away until 
a second shot went wild of its mark, and Denise 
was just in the act of pulling the trigger for a 
third when she saw a great, six foot, tan colored 
form leap into the open, waving its arms and 
yelling, " Denise ! What in the name of God 
are you up to ? " 

Denise knew just enough to throw her gun far 
from her, then she fainted dead away, for the 
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first time in her whole life! So much like death 
was it that it was full fifteen minutes before she 
came to herself completely, and it was a good 
half hour before she could speak. 

" I — thought — was — lion, Deares' " she whis- 
pered, as she lay, hugged tightly in Douglas' 
arms, wan and spent looking. 

Douglas, having dipped water with his hat from 
the creek near by, had fairly saturated Denise, 
and when it did look as if she were never to re- 
turn to life, he gathered her in his arms and 
heaped on her all the endearing terms at his com- 
mand, begging her not to leave him and to just 
please look at him once more! He was nearly 
insane with grief, and when she did finally look 
at him it was to see tears coursing down his 
cheeks. And as she spoke those disconnected 
words she tried to lift her limp arm to his neck as 
as if to comfort him. 

He had even gathered up her long strands of 
hair that had fallen as her hat fell, setting them 
free. He seemingly did not want even a part of 
her to get away from him. 

With returning life, Denise fell into a hard 
chill from sheer nervousness and reaction. After 
the chill and much hysterical weeping, and with 
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much loving and petting from Douglas, when she 
could walk once more, he carefully assisted her 
to camp ; where *he undressed and put her to bed 
as tenderly as though she had been a little sick 
child. 

With only taking time to get his wife some 
nourishment Douglas never left her bedside all 
day long. He had instantly understood the whole 
affair, how Denise had taken him for the lion, 
which they had heard scream the night before. 
To be sure, she could not have known that he 
had crossed the ravine — crossing the creek on the 
little rustic bridge which he had built to get to 
their bark bathhouse, beside their swimming pool. 
Nor could she have known how that, as he started 
to ascend her side of the ravine he had seen a 
coyote wallowing in the sandy wash of the creek, 
and had thought to conceal himself in the clump 
of bushes to get a shot at the skulking animal. 

Early next morning they set out for home, 
Denise declaring that she nevermore would carry 
a gun ; and she never did ! 

Douglas did not let his wife see the clean cut 
round holes through the crown of his hat for a 
week, and by that time he was ready to joke about 
it, as he sententiously said, " I tell you what, 



152 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

Denis, old Chap, if you had succeeded in plugging 
center you would have put the whole firm of Mac- 
Duncan out of commission — for Sweetheart la 
mia you would have died also — old hat leaked 
like a sieve ! " 

" I should have wanted to die had I succeeded 
in plugging center, but — Dearest, let us not 
talk of it, for it is yet too painfully vivid in my 
mind anyhow ! " replied Denise, as her dark eyes 
grew darker with threatened tears. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE CHIP ON HER SHOULDER 

During the next six weeks after the return 
from the mountains there was no hunting in- 
dulged in by the MacDuncans. While Denise 
felt it to be a happy release, Douglas eventually 
became uneasy, and began to lay plans for an- 
other jaunt over in the eastern mountains. 

Meanwhile Phoebe came to visit them again^ 
and as before, they both enjoyed this bright, viva- 
cious girl's company to the fullest extent. 
Phoebe, asking Denise the same question as be- 
fore, Denise again told her that without Douglas 
she could not be happy. Phoebe was struck with 
the extreme chumminess of the married pair. It 
was a something which appealed to her as the 
altogether proper thing. 

" Well," she said to Denise, " If Dale and I 
can be as congenial as you two are, I shall be 
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happy, I know; but anyhow, I am not going to 
him for some time yet. I can't seem to bring 
myself to it, Honey ! '* 

^ After taking Phoebe home, on their return to 
Eucalyptus Retreat, Douglas became more un- 
easy until a case of hunting fever eventually 
developed in him again. 

After the mountain trip he had seemed his old 
affectionate self once more with Denise, and she 
began looking forward anxiously for the first of 
the New Year, as that was the time set by 
Douglas for him to begin occupying his mind 
with something worth while, as she reasoned. 

Mrs. Louden was still in Europe. She had 
written Denise in the early summer that instead 
of coming home as she had intended, she should 
join an excursionists' touring party, together 
with the Brocks. She had casually written about 
a man, a member of the party, and that he was 
also a native of her own State, Virginia. 

Denise was getting anxious to see her mother, 
who to her was beginning to seem like a myth, 
so changed were her environments. She longed 
for the mother as she had never done before. 

" Denise," began Douglas one soft, hazy after- 
noon near the last of October, " I think we shall 
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take a spin over beyond Mount Hosea and get a 
deer before the nights get too cool for you, Old 
Chap." 

No reply came from Denise, who was lying in 
the hammock with a far-away, dreamy look in 
her dark blue eyes; a look as if she saw in the 
dim purple of distance a something coming her 
way^a something she wished to see, as she half 
smiled. 

"What do you see. Den? — Say, can you be 
ready to start at seven in the morning?" asked 
Douglas, as he got between Denise and what she 
was gazing at. Coming suddenly out of her 
reverie, Denise replied, " Oh, Douglas, I don't 
want to go hunting — do let us stay at home 
now, for soon we shall be going away to live 
indefinitely. Why, we don't stay at home long 
enough to enjoy * Cooky's ' flower garden ; just 
look at all those gorgeous chrysanthemums and 
asters — don't let us go, Dearest ! " almost plead- 
ingly she answered. 

" What, not go ! Why, I wouldn't miss a deer 
hunt over there in the fall for the world ! " 
declared Douglas, looking at his wife in astonish- 
ment. 

** Well," replied Denise, with a manner which 



IS6 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

was new to her husband, " I shall miss it for 
much less than your most exorbitant price, for I 
am not going ! " slowly and calmly came the 
reply. 

" But I want you to go, Denny ! " he began 
coaxingly. 

" But, I don't want to, and I am not going ! " 
coolly she replied. 

Now this was a phase of Denise that was so 
entirely new to Douglas that he thought to 
counteract such a show of stubbornness when he 
said in like coolness, **Well then, by Halifax! 
As I take it that it's everybody's blessed privilege 
in this bailiwick to suit themselves, regardless — I 
am going in the morning and shall possibly be 
gone two weeks ! " If he thought this would 
alter Denise's refusal to go he reckoned without 
his host, for she steadfastly held to her decision. 

True to his word, Douglas set off the next 
morning. As he kissed Denise good-bye he 
asked, hoping at the very last moment that she 
would go with him, " Don't you wish you were 
you were going. Old Chappie ? " She did not 
reply, as she accepted his caress passively. 

Toward evening Bicknell's daughter Annie, 
aged twelve, came, saying that Mr. MacDuncan 
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had asked her to stay of nights with Mrs. Mac- 
Duncan while he should be away. 

Denise had, in reality, been indisposed for 
for some days, though she had not mentioned the 
fact to Douglas. So, with the drop in her spirits, 
owing to Douglas* leaving her the way in which 
he did, she felt a sudden and strange illness come 
over her, yet she never even mentioned it to 
Annie Bicknell. 

The evening of the fourth day brought the 
hunter back with no deer. With him, however, 
was Morgan Byers. 

For all, Denise treated Morg. with as much 
respect as she possibly could; disliking him as 
she did; it was as though Douglaa had slapped 
her in the face with a wet rag — a dirty, wet rag 
at that! Morg. had angled for an invitation to 
come to them several times, but they had 
never taken the hint; and to think now that 
Douglas had gone for him and had brought 
him into their home! Well, that one little thing 
decided Denise to not tell Douglas a something 
which she had intended telling him upon his 
return. 

If Douglas had expected a curtain lecture re- 
garding the unwelcome guest he was disap- 
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pointed. But a coolness, a barrier reared itself 
between the two. 

Denise grew captious and morose by turns, 
while Douglas alternately took on an injured or 
independent air. Finally he accused her outright 
of pouting. This only added fuel to the smould- 
ering fire beneath the surface of Denise's in- 
dignation. 

Why could he not have seen or known in- 
tuitively that she needed only love and tenderest 
consideration — all of his love without measure! 
Oh, man, blind with ignorance that he was! 

Only Douglas's extreme ignorance and youth 
could excuse him for what was the final outcome 
of his seeming selfishness and neglect, these 
being two elements wholly foreign to the real, 
undiscovered depth of his larger, truer, character. 

While Denise lounged in the hammock or re- 
mained in her room — pouting, as Douglas put 
it — he busied himself about the premises. One 
task he set himself at, and that not a small one, 
it being the training of " The Duke of Welling- 
ton," as Denise had christened their tamed hawk 
— he being called " The Duke '* for short. 
Douglas, with his long gauntlet gloves on to 
shield his hands from " The Duke's " sharp 
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talons, would hold the hawk perched on his left 
hand, while with his right he held a long cord 
which was attached to one leg of the bird. 
With " Cooky '* stationed to toss pieces of raw 
meat, so that, as they touched the ground " The 
Duke '* could make sundry darts for the coveted 
morsels, Douglas trained the falcon thus to catch 
small game. Things went along in this fashion 
until past the middle of November. 

" Denise, you are looking something awful 
lately; you are as pale as a ghost and to use a 
phrase of my old aunt's, your * eyes look like 
two burnt holes in a blanket.' I never dreamed 
it was in you to pout as you have in the past three 
weeks ; until you have caused yourself to look as 
you do ! " said Douglas, one afternoon after he 
had ineffectually tried to beguile Denise into a 
quail hunt. Not a word did she return as she 
glanced daggers at him. With her chin and nose 
in the air and her dark blue eyes — dark circled — 
looking straight ahead of her, she got out of her 
chair and swept into another room. 

" Oh ! Oh, why cannot he see — that I am sick 
— shall I keep it from him, or shall I tell him and 
throw myself on his mercy — if he has any! *' she 
soliloquized in agony of spirit. She heard Doug- 
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las set off alone after the quail, and she in sheer 
desperation set off also for the Bicknells'. Yes, 
she would unbosom herself to a woman; a 
woman who could understand and who would 
sympathize with her, and advise her. If only- 
she had kept her resolution all would have been 
well. 

Together the two women sat in Mrs. Bicknell's 
cozy sewing room, discussing some little white 
garments, which were being made by the elder 
woman, for a little new life coming to the Bick- 
neirs. After due inspection of the garments 
Mrs. Bicknell fell to telling Denise of her house 
work, of how she had her Sunday's baking all 
done, and but for the fact that Mr. Bicknell had 
failed to kill the chicken that morning she should 
have had all done. " Well, I suppose / could 
have chopped its head off, but my! Mr. Bicknell 
would have had a fit. You know he won't even 
let me see a chicken killed — now. I tell you," 
she added, " Mrs. MacDuncan, these are times 
when we appreciate our husband's care ! '* 

" Yes," lamely replied Denise. And her 
resolution to confide in this woman was gone, 
and she could not have told for the life of her 
why. 
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"Well," she thought, "I shall wait awhile; 
maybe he — will see; or perhaps I would better 
tell him after all ! '* Denise reached home ahead 
of Douglas, so that he never knew she had been 
out of the house. 

That night as she lay sleepless and wide eyed, 
with her husband sound asleep beside her, she 
gazed at the full moon and she thought of the 
irony of that moon's profile compact. So, with 
first gazing at the woman's face in the moon, 
then the face of Douglas, a bitter hatred of him 
sprung to life in her; to think that he could sleep 
so calmly and soundly while she was sleepless — 
and ill ! 

" Oh, it's too terrible ! " she breathed, as she 
crept stealthily out of the room into the other 
sleeping room, where, at any rate, the moonlight 
was not. There she did not sleep either, for her 
irrational mind took in divers tormenting things. 
She thought of the irony of her courtship, her 
honeymoon, and the camp in the mountains, 
where she had made a man of herself, had helped 
to even build the camp, and collect wood — noth- 
ing escaped her thoughts. 

Next morning Denise tried to divert her mind 
by looking through the daily papers. On the 
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very first page, as it met her eye, was printed in 
bold head lines a sensational murder trial. Her 
eyes became riveted on where it told that the 
mother of the prisoner, in testifying for her son, 
told of how she had been compelled by circum- 
stances to help her husband with his butcher 
business, prior to the birth of the prisoner at the 
bar. 

Denise did not read another thing. Mrs. Bick- 
neirs theory was made plain to her now, and she 
fairly shuddered with a new apprehension as she 
thought of her impotency to cope with the present 
situation. 

That same evening Douglas once more tried to 
extend a flag of truce. He went at it in the 
wrong way, however. He began by coaxing 
Denise to go with him — for just a few days — to 
where he and Morg. had failed in getting an 
especially fine buck. 

"Just for a few days, Denis, Old Chap. I 
want to get that big buck, which, but for Morg.*s 
stupidity I should have gotten," he coaxed. 

" Why didn't you stay until you did get it 
while you were there ? " asked Denise in 
return. 

« 

" Oh, if I hadn't been such a fool as to think 
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you might be lonesome I would have stayed. Oh, 
say now, Denny, let us go," he begged. 

" No, Douglas, let us talk of something else,"' 
she began, thinking that if she could she would 
lead up to what she wanted so much to say — and 
yet was so afraid to say. For she remembered 
that " sufficient unto the day " speech. *' Let us 
decide on our change of where we are to go by 
January," she finished, thoughtfully; and it 
precipitated trouble immediately. 

" Denise, I have heard enough of your eternal 
harping on the change to be made in our mode 
of life! Why in Halifax do we need a change? 
Doesn't this satisfy you ? Don't you have every- 
thing you want ? " 

No telling what else he would have said if she 
had not interrupted with, *' No, I do not have all 
I want, and it's all because — because I want a 
changed mode of lif e ! And I must have one ! " 
she finished emphatically. 

Douglas then, in a bantering way and with 
scant perspicacity, as he bit oflF the end of a 
cigar, made out as though he were trying to light 
a match by holding it to Denise's hair, as she 
sat in front of the sparkling wood fire. 

" Huh, it's not red for nothing, Denis, Old 
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Chap — ^though it isn't hot enough to light a 
match — no, not quite ! " 

As Denise rose to her full height, facing her 
tormentor, the blush of uncontrolled anger 
flamed in her pale face; and with her eyes al- 
most closed she said, tensely, and with repressed 
emotion, " Don't you ever call me that again as 
long as you live ! And listen — only one person in 
my whole lifetime — a boy of twelve, I was ten — 
has ever dared to call my hair red to my face, and 
I — slapped him in — the mouth ! " she fairly 
gasped out. 

" Better slap me one, then ! " coolly challenged 
Douglas, as he tossed the unlighted cigar into the 
fire. For an instant it seemed as if she really 
meant to accept his challenge. But, instead, she 
again swept majestically out of the room. And 
when Douglas came to his senses and tried to 
follow her, with a view to begging her forgive- 
ness, he found himself locked out of the room. 
So, by next morning he had assumed an in- 
dependent air — his usual manner now. 

Next morning, Denise was brushing and plait- 
ing her hair, when her attention was attracted 
by a succession of sounds much out of the or- 
dinary. It was a peculiar "wh-aa; Wha-aa! 
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Wh-aa ! " A cry it was for all the world like 
that of a young baby. The thoroughly alarmed 
woman rushed through the house to the kitchen 
door, following the direction of the strange 
sounds. There in the yard stood Douglas, hold- 
ing in his hand a long cord, to which was at- 
tached " The Duke," and the voracious bird had 
his talons fastened in a baby Belgian hare, and 
was pecking beakfuls of fur and skin from the 
hare's body. The faithful " Cooky " stood to 
one side of the spot, where he had placed the 
young hare under a wisp of grass. 

It took only one glimpse from Denise, as she 
paused for an instant — in her pale blue kimona — 
to take in the situation. Her eyes closed, in 
blind instinct she fairly flew, her hair tossing in 
two great yellow ropes! With one wild grab 
she wrung the neck of the luckless " Duke '' and 
flung his carcass at Douglas' feet ! Then picking 
up the wounded and bleeding hare, she, handing 
it to " Cooky," told him to take it to the wood- 
shed and cut its head off. " You, brute ! " she 
fairly hissed, as with open eyes, she passed 
Douglas and ran for the house. 

When Denise reached her bed she gasped out, 
— " Now what have I done ! " Oh ! Oh ! " For 
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the second time in her life she fainted, but no one 
coddled and petted her back to life with tender 
words of love. She did not even see Douglas 
again until evening. 

" Really, Mrs. MacDuncan, you do indeed chal- 
lenge my admiration with these all star, high 
tragedy stunts you are practicing of late. By 
Halifax, you have missed your calling!" ob- 
served Douglas, with biting sarcasm, as he came 
into the living room that evening, when his wife 
had failed to notice his entrance. 

" I fail to see your point," replied Denise, 
simply, as she lay back in a rocker, with her eyes 
half closed, pouting, as Douglas took it. 

" Yes ? Well, you are as slow at seeing my 
point as an Englishman is at seeing a joke's 
point. Now see here, you have been carrying a 
chip on your shoulder for a longer period than 
most men will stand for without a desire to 
knock it off. And furthermore, you see, we, 
both, being of Scotch descent, it may become a 
case of Greek meeting Greek, if I see fit to take 
a shy at the chip — see ? " 

If Denise had only glanced at Douglas when 
he made this last speech and had seen the twinkle 




A picture it was, all in blue and gold " 
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in his eyes, she possibly would have hesitated in 
her words and actions. In bitterness she retorted, 
'' You have about as much feeling as a vivisec- 
tionist." And once more she swept out of the 
room. As she passed him, Douglas made a grab 
for her and missed. Instead of following up he 
called out as she slammed the door and turned 
the key, **By Halifax! thanks for the invidious 
comparison. Old Cha — ! " The ** Chap " died be- 
fore it got to his lips. 

"What shall I do! What shall I do!" 
moaned Denise in a mental anguish too poignant 
for words almost. She could not realize that her 
very resentment was killing to her; that her 
trouble was mostly imaginary, and that a mere 
hint of the true situation to Douglas would have 
brought a balm all healing and all sufficing ! No, 
it was not to be ! 

Next morning Douglas came to her door, call- 
ing to her' that he was off to the mountains after 
that buck; and after he had tried and found the 
door locked and had heard her moving around 
in the room, he called out, "Au revoir — ^till we 
meet again ! '' Then she heard him leave the 
house, whistling Schumann's Traumerie. Soon 
a chucking of the auto told her that he was off. 
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A flood of tears .came to the rescue of Denise's 
pent-up mental suffering. But she was so spent 
after the weeping and also prostrated by her ill- 
ness that she again went to bed, where she lay 
nearly the whole day. 

Here was where the faithful " Cooky " showed 
his loyalty to his mistress. Late in the short 
afternoon Denise heard a rap on her door and 
a voice said in reply to her acknowledgment of 
the rap : *' Missy Dluncan, I bling you some 
chicken soup — ^you be heap sick, you no eat. I 
settem by door so you gettem." 

Denise sipped the appetizing soup, and after 
somewhat reviving, she arose and dressed, so that 
by the time Annie Bicknell came — by Douglas' 
instructions again — ^things seemed in their 
normal condition. 

Annie left early next morning and after she 
had gone Denise, feeling better physically than 
she had for several days, walked to the mail box. 
The box contained a letter postmarked in Vir- 
ginia — in her mother's handwriting. 

A sudden spasm of yearning for her mother 
well-nigh overwhelmed Denise. Wondering at 
the strange postmark, she hastily opened the 
letter and after reading hurriedly, the body of the 
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letter, this is what she read at the ending of it. 
"Daughter, believe me, it is all for the best. 
Paul Villiers is my aunt's closest friend, and 
when I received the cablegram that Aunt Mary 
was very ill and that she wanted me immediately 
we both made the voyage together. We were 
quietly married the morning we left the Brocks, 
who are still traveling. Aunt Mary cannot 
possibly live long, so we are with her now. 
Denise, why cannot you and Douglas join us; 
then we can settle up the business, which your 
father referred to in case I again married — you 
understand? I know you will love your new 
father, for he is a noble gentleman." 

Denise was stunned ! But on gaining the house 
a sudden passion fairly obsessed her, " O, why 
can't I go ? " she soliloquized with her hand to 
her head. 

Just at this psychological moment a boy in uni- 
form wheeled up to the veranda. Denise signed 
for the telegram, but she was almost too weak 
with fear to open it. When she did, it read : 



"Come to me, my children, at once! 
(Signed) Your Mother, in deep affliction!" 



That was all, but Denise summed up that the 
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old aunt, doubtless was near death and that her 
mother wanted her child with her. 

A sudden resolve took form in Denise's mind. 
Why, of course she could utterly hide herself 
from Douglas ! He, not knowing that her mother 
was in America — and she was positive he knew 
nothing of the old aunt in Virginia — why, to 
be sure, he could never guess where she had 
gone. 

With a desperately determined look she im- 
mediately set about to do a desperate piece of 
business. With an inherent instinct pertaining 
to coming motherhood — ^that which causes 
mothers of the wild to seek seclusion from the 
male, as a protection to their young, — -Denise 
reasoned that she must get herself away from 
her husband's influence. "Against his terrible, 
bloodletting tendencies. I must guard the 
safety of my unborn at all hazards! Besides — 
yes, I am sure of it — I — ^just — hate — ^him ! " 

With this speech, finished with h3rphens, 
Denise got herself ready for a sudden flight. 

She deliberately burned everything of a letter 
nature that could possibly trace her; gathered all 
of her mother's photographs, and her own, with 
one exception — a tinted miniature which she had 
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given Douglas before marriage — that, she left 
on the dresser. 

The nearer she got herself ready the more a 
Seething hatred for the absent husband boiled 
within her. 

At last she was ready. Dressed in her navy 
blue, with only a light grip containing toilet ar- 
ticles, a night robe and change of waists, to- 
gether with her manuscripts and photographs, 
she sat down at her big desk to write a note to 
Douglas. 

She sat for a few moments wrapped in a tumult 
of conflicting emotions. With wondering if she 
could write as bitterly as she felt, she uncon- 
sciously wrote her husband's full name — Douglas 
MacDuncan, and her own former one, Denise 
Louden. After canceling all letters alike in both 
names, she proceeded to name the uncanceled 
letters in each name, " Friendship,'' " Love," 
" Indifference," " Hate." 

" What, do I — see aright ? Hate it is, atid 
it's after each name too! " she said, as her eyes 
seemed glued to the names. She delayed no 
longer. " No, I shall not even try to untie this 
hateful Gordian knot ; I shall just cut it ! To be 
sure, I am not beholden to any man for support; 
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and yes, I am equally sure that in marrying him 
—on a wager, I have sold my very birthright for 
a mere mess of pottage; yes, red, blood-red pot- 
age at that ! " 

After this scathing soliloquy she glanced about 
the prettily furnished room and she almost cried 
out, " Oh, this bungalow — a fool's paradise — 
that has held my transient happiness — ^has indeed 
become a very charnel house of lost hopes — ^no, 
not lost — dead hopes — dead love!" Then for a 
space of time her whole being shook in dry eyed 
sobs. " Oh ! My heart, atuned to slow music, 
dead march time, is simply beating out a muffled 
tattoo to a dirge-like minor, a requiem, a mourn- 
ful threnody to my dead love ! " cried she tragic- 
ally. Choking back her tearless grief she glanced 
at the clock, and seizing a pen she wrote, 
automatically, a wild jumble of words. 

" Your heartlessness has simply become un- 
bearable. I am leaving, and only one thing you 
can do will cause me to seek a legal separation 
from the brute you have proven yourself to be. 
It is this — mind it well! If ever I know of your 
making the very slightest effort to trace me I 
shall sue you for divorce — yes, divorce! So 
don't try to find me. You may suit yourself in 
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regard to procuring one for yourself — can easily 
get it on grounds of desertion — ^you see, I give 
you the option. That there will be no love lost 
between us I have known for some time. In point 
of fact, it is simply — Hate, with a capital H, on 
both your side as well as my own! If ever we 
had any love for each other it has burnt itself out 
by spontaneous combustion. I simply cannot and 
will not live with a man who expects of his wife 
what you do. I have simply been your stalking 
horse — your good man Friday; but I don't pur- 
pose remaining on this barren island of desola- 
tion in that capacity with you any longer. Your 
avowed love for me was in reality only animal 
passion, and I should hate to have you father 
child of mine; which, possibly, if I remained with 
you would in time be a resultant. This chum 

• 

business — which you have substituted for love — 
is very well and proper as far as it goes, but in 
an exaggerated form it is not of my choice, for a 
man can make a chum of his wife, and he can 
also make a chum of his dog ! So there you are 
— the comparison is obvious, I hope. So just 
console yourself with Jack's company. To be 
sure, he cannot carry a gun but he can stalk 
game'' 
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Denise soliloquized ; as she sealed the envelope, 
addressed to Douglas, in care of Ah Gook; 
" There, I think that will cover up what I am so 
anxious to hide from him. He will never dream 
that he is to father child of mine; and oh, if only 
I can find peace of mind now — perhaps no harm 
will come to — my baby! 

" Oh my ! " she continued, as she thought of 
another most convincing thing, " He said if ever 
he had a son he should make of him the greatest 
Nimrod in the world — and oh, that might make 
of the child — a murderer ! " It was the agoniz- 
ing cry of a heartbroken and distracted mother, 
endeavoring to protect her young. 

When she reached the kitchen, white and tear- 
less, with nerves of the tautness of highly keyed 
violin strings, she said, in assumed calmness, as 
she handed her letter to the Chinaman : 

" Cooky, here is a note you are to give to Mr. 
MacDuncan when he comes home in a few days. 
Don't give it to anybody else, and, Cooky, you 
stay right here, close, until he comes, — ^to care 
for puppies, sabe?" 

'* Yes, Missy I heap sabe; I stlay all time al- 
light. Missy Dluncan, where you go ? " an- 
swered and asked the shrewd Ah Gook. 
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"Oh — I am going — South, Cooky," replied 
Denise, hesitating for a moment, and involun- 
tarily she turned and shook hands with the 
Chinaman. 

Good-bye, Cooky ! " and " Cooky " said. 
Goo' Bly, Missy DIuncan, bettah you wait, 
Mis' Dlouglas come home, he come soon; I no 
t'link you well 'nough go," added Ah Gook, 
solicitously. 

" Oh yes, I am well, Cooky. Good-bye ! " she 
called out over her shoulder, cheerfully. 

With a traveling cloak over one arm and in 
her other hand her grip, Denise swung off down 
through the eucalyptus driveway. Glancing 
back, she saw Ah Gook standing in the back yard. 
He was back-grounded by a big black walnut 
tree. The frost of the few previous nights and 
the wind of the night before had stripped the tree 
of leaves, leaving a lot of long, lithe, black 
whips limned against the sky. With now and 
then a disconsolate bird's nest still clinging to the 
end of a withe, the picture, to Denise, was apt. 
She also took in the rows of chrysanthemums 
and a few belated asters; then the avenue of 
eucalypts, with their tall, laminated trunks, 
shedding long scale-like strips of russet brown 
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bark, leaving patches of new pale green. As 
Denise cleared the drive she personified the 
trees. 

" Yes, it was on account of you that I named 
this place. A retreat indeed! Bah! the very 
travesty of it all ! " and she marched dry eyed 
and dry hearted over the hill to the electric car- 
line, little dreaming what a picture she presented 
to the inanimate trees. 

In her navy blue, her hair of palest gold, wound 
around her head ; her dark blue eyes with a new, 
determined look in them; and the tilt of her chin 
and nose a little more pronounced than ever, 
with long sweeping strides, the picture was 
complete — scorned and insulted wifehood; out- 
raged motherhood! It was this, pure and 
simple. 

Two hours later, in San Francisco, where 
Denise had gone to draw her full bank account, 
the polite but shrewd paying teller of the bank, 
a new man, said, " I am very sorry. Madam, but 
you will have to be identified before I can allow 
you to draw your money." 

Here was a dilemma indeed — Douglas had 
made the deposits for her. 

Denise had already bought her ticket for Los 
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Angeles, from which point she intended buying 
one for the East. She had omitted nothing 
toward covering her track and she wanted to take 
the very first train for the South. 

Mumbhng an indefinite reply to the teller, she 
left the bank, casting about in her mind what she 
should do. Thinking of Byers & Son, she knew 
that if she would draw her bank account it was 
to these people she had to look for identification, 
as she knew no one else personally. 

Aimlessly walking along Market Street, 
Denise was in the act of passing a moving pic- 
ture show, wherein a graphophone was wheez- 
ingly grinding out a Scotch medley. First it was 
" Douglas, Tender and True,'* then *' Maxwel- 
ton Braes." After listening to these two selec- 
tions, with a great tug at her very heart strings, 
Denise fairly flew ! 

" Oh, what have I done," she breathed. 

It had taken less than ten minutes, while she 
stood there in front of the florist's window be- 
side the picture show, listening to those old bal- 
lads, to completely effect a most wonderful 
change in Denise MacDuncan. Hastily turning 
in to a hotel nearby, she ordered a room and 
some stationery. 
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After a spdl of nnoootrolbble v^ccpiiig, sbe 
got up, and after hartrii^ her face, she wrote the 
foQowii^: a second letter for the day to her 
hosoandi 

''My own dear Husband: — ^For that is what 
yoa are, Doi^^as, regardless of my madness of 
this momii^. I was simply insane when I 
wrote that I hated yoou Dearest! Don*t you 
beliere it, and so, forget it, please, won't 
yon? 

" I am on die eve of starting East — am goii^ 
via Los Angeks. I received a letter this mom- 
ing from Mama, and right away after receiving 
it a telegram came from her also, sayii^ she was 
in great tronUe and beggii^ ns to come to her 
at once. As I am ready I shall go right on and 
yon. Dearest, follow right away — jdease. 

** I think Mama*s Aunt Mary, whom yon have 
never heard of, has passed away, hot there is 
more to tdl yoo — I shall wait raitil I see you. My 
own Dearest, how can I ever write why I was 
leaving you this morning. It was because tiiat 
in due time you will become a /j/A^r, and I grew 
so frightened of the influoxre you might exert 
over our imbom baby — in die way of hunting — 
diat I thought I fnii5# take this opportunity to 
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hide from you. Dearest, to show that you for- 
give, do come to me as soon as ever you can — 
to Ridgeway, Virginia. 

"With boundless love from your heart dis- 
tracted Denny, always, now and forever!" 



After getting lunch Denise, feeling greatly 
relieved in her mind, set off for the office of 
Byers & Son, only a block or so from the hotel. 
And when near Lotta's Fountain whom should 
she run right into but Morg. himself. 

After an ordinary greeting from Denise, plus a 
decidedly cordial one from Morg, and upon 
Morg.'s telling that his father was not in the 
office, Mr. Byers having gone to lunch, there 
was no other recourse for Denise than to ask 
Morg. to accompany her to the bank, less than a 
block away. 

As they walked along, Denise, half a head 
taller than her companion, told Morg. briefly that 
she was going East, by way of the South, and 
that Douglas would follow in a few days. 

Morg. went farther than the bank. He went 
even to the railway station on Fourth and Town- 
send Streets with her. While they waited for 
her train, Denise, in thinking of how Morg. had 
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come to her rescue, tried to oust her unaccount- 
able dislike to this man, and she was almost 
cordial to him when she said good-bye. 

She, taking from her handbag the letter which 
she had addressed to Douglas at Eucal)rptus 
Retreat, started to the mail box when a blue- 
coated trainman halloed, ** All aboard ! " With 
hasty gallantry Morg. offered to post the letter. 
Denise promptly handed it to him, telling him 
it was a letter of great importance and for him to 
be sure and mail it, as he mincingly carried her 
grip aboard. 

Soon the great train wha-langed its way out 
of the big station and Denise was as completely 
lost to Douglas as if she had held to her first 
resolve. For how was she to know that Douglas 
was not to get this last letter for so long a time 
that, in itself, it made little difference whether or 
not he had ever gotten it; only for the satisfac- 
tion which was a resultant from getting of said 
letter along with some others. 

How, indeed, was she to know of the exultant 
look on Morg.'s pasty face as he left the station, 
saying to himself, "By jingo, there is a screw 
loose somewhere in the machinery of the Mac- 
Duncan combination and I shall just keep this 
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missive for a few days — can easily say I forgot 
to mail it — I should like to know — from her 
looks and actions, I think there has been some 
sort of a tiff. By jingo! I should like to work 
the lady up for old time's sake." 
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CHAPTER IX 

GUNS WENT OUT — LOVE FLED AFIELD 

Douglas MacDuncan should not be judged 
too harsjjly. He, as many another young man 
of means has done, made the common error of 
not seeing the necessity of himself taking a part in 
the world's business; and for very lack of a place 
to apply his superabundance of energy he rode 
his hobby to death. 

The seeming selfishness of this young man 
toward his wife was, in reality, only seeming; 
for to do him justice, if he had but caught the 
least hint of her real mental suffering, which of 
course was augmented by her physical condition, 
he, out of the mere chivalry of his nature, would 
have rushed to her rescue, not to mention out of 
love for her — his love, which would have proved 
to be the all powerful potion most needed. 

His wife was all in all to Douglas, but he was 
puzzled, at her sudden change toward him, and 
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being puzzled, it finally led to disaster. Denise, 
out of great love for him, had made the mistake 
of many another young wife, in that she had 
completely lost her individuality to her husband. 
She had indeed undergone a complete meta- 
morphosis in the setting aside of her former 
self. No happy medium of give and take had 
been established between the two. She had com- 
pelled herself to do things to please Douglas 
that had gone against her finer sensibilities; 
trusting always that things would come straight 
after awhile; even having accepted, with what 
grace she could, the shattering of her ideals. 
But when motherhood confronted her, then it 
was that the mother instinct arose against what 
seemed to her, the tyrannical selfishness and 
bloodthirstiness of her husband. 

Yes, if Denise had been in Rome she had cer- 
tainly tried to do as " The Roman " told her 
to do. And furthermore, according to that by- 
gone class prophecy, being cast with coyotes she 
had tried to yelp with the pack. Though, in the 
very first tiff with Douglas, when she took the 
first step toward liberation, her whole being had 
indeed ruffled and twisted like unto the curling 
flues of an ostrich tip being held over heat. 
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Denise MacDuncan was not the first normally 
balanced woman to take on a temporary dislike 
to her best beloved one on earth, nor will she be 
the last. And just such temporary hatreds are 
oftentimes the first plantings of the seeds of per- 
manent discord between many a couple; unless 
such cases have the most careful of handlings 
possible. 

That morning when Douglas MacDuncan, still 
whistling, pulled his plaid cap tightly over the 
upward sweep of his thick wavy hair, and steered 
puffing and chucking along through the tree 
bordered drive, he little dreamed that he typified 
another Roman; and was indeed " pulling off a 
few chunes while his pueblo was burning," as 
per the language of one Dale Wheeler, prophet. 
Although, but for the treachery of a supposed 
friend, his city would not have burned beyond 
the power of " The Roman " to stay the holo- 
caust. 

Ignorant of these facts, Douglas was to be- 
come forcibly reminded of another feature in 
that class prophecy — ^given in sportive thought- 
lessness. 

As Douglas traveled, his thoughts flew to the 
measure of the auto's speed, and they were 
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not pleasant traveling companions either. He 
asked himself, "What in whiz has come over 
Denise ? Why, I could have sworn that she had 
the disposition of an angel, but lately she seems 
the very reverse. Huh! By Halifax!" he ejac- 
ulated, " I bet I have it — she doesn't like the 
' Denis, Old Chum ' biz, and to tell the down- 
right-straight-upward-and-across truth, I don't 
blame her." 

Decisively, and with a long drawn breath, he 
continued aloud, " Yes, that's got to be cut out, 
and there are a whole grist of other things going 
to be put on the cutout list, too ! " At this sum- 
ming up Douglas figuratively patted himself on 
the back, as he smiled at his own intuition. Then 
he grew sympathetic, with, " I can't expect the 
poor old girl to lose her womanhood altogether, 
and that is what it amounts to when I insist on 
her jaunting all over creation, hunting with me ! " 

As his wide-set gray eyes shrunk a fraction 
closer together in a frown, he continued, ** Yes, 
by Halifax and go-bang! Doug. MacD., you 
bloodthirsty brute — Denise was right about the 
brute business — glad she wrung the Duke's neck. 
Well, you, my lad, have got to call a halt ! Yes 
sir, hunting is all right as a side dish, but a steady 
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diet of it will pall on all who sit at the same table 
with the gormandizer. And I shall get busy at 
something worth while, so that I shall be entitled 
to a proper amount of recreation and diversion ! " 

Douglas set his teeth firmly, the muscles raised 
in knots each side of his square jaws, and he 
developed another phase of reasoning — of more 
self-condemnation. " I've been a low down, 
mangy cur to accept her devotion, never caring 
the toss of a copper for a promise given, but — 
rU make it all up to her tenfold — I told her once 
that she would live to be proud of her husband 
and, by Halifax, she shall ! '* 

Douglas smiled assuredly as he put on all 
the speed that the steep mountain road would 
permit. 

Speeding along over ridge and up cafion he 
fell to soliloquizing again, — " FU make it before 
sunset, and FU get Mr. Buck either this evening 
or early in the morning. So to-morrow evening 
sees Doug. MacD. at home to oust that grinning 
specter, which has planted its graveyard on hal- 
lowed ground — or Denny MacDuncan's a widow ! 

"Darn low trick, my taking Morg. home to 
tease her. By Ding, I could almost throttle my- 
self !" he finished. 
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About three o'clock Douglas discovered that 
he had taken the wrong road several miles back, 
so that his point of destination now seemed hazy. 
Then, as if to help out his discomfiture, the 
machine got to acting badly. Finally, to rectify 
the trouble, he took a little time off in front of a 
wayside store. 

Once again he cranked up, and just as he 
stepped into the chucking automobile a man with 
a flop hat, plus a flop of arms — ^ bunch of wind 
blown shirt billowing at his back — came gallop- 
ing up on a clay-bank cayuse. 

The horse made a wide, circular shy, giving a 
prolonged snort; and being urged by a pair of 
jingling spurs and a quirt, he faced the puffing 
machine, prancing high. Then he stopped short, 
fore-feet firmly planted, about twenty feet from 
the machine. With a final snort, showing red 
mucous lining to widely distended nostrils, the 
cayuse was reassured by a " Wh-o-o-a ! Hennery 
Clay ! you owcivilized bronc, you ! " Then to 
Douglas, " Huh, wall, yuh see. Mister, he don't 
like the smell o' th' licker yuh carry, ner th' 
style o' your breathin'; ner he don't want to 
ketch your brand o' th' thumps — No Sir-ee, 
Bob ! " observed the flop-hatted rider of the clay- 
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bank, with reassuring spats on the horse's neck 
with his freckled paw. 

This was just to Douglas's hand. He never let 
an opportunity escape in taking advantage of the 
comic side of life; so, after a hearty laugh, he 
challenged, " Ride him up close and I'll vac- 
cinate him with some of the virus of my thumps, 
so he'll never catch it ! " 

" Nope, Stranger — am oblege fur your offer 
off free medicle attention, but him ner me nother 
don't need to ketch th' blame disease, so we'll jist 
keep tuh wind'ard o' th' contagion, huh, wall ! " 

After a season of bantering palaver Douglas 
finally asked, " Is there more than this one road 
leading over to the Arroyo Caliente ? " 

"Yep, two, but yuh'r a way off," laconically 
replied the rider of Clay, as he and the cayuse 
still eyed the machine critically and suspiciously. 

" Yes, I know, but which is the shorter road, 
and which would you advise me to take ? " again 
asked Douglas. 

" Wall, both roads fork about a mild above 
here — n' th' right-handed one's a leetle mite the 
neardest, I reckon. They'r both as rocky as th' 
road tuh Dublin, so I don't guess I orter advise — 
fur whichever one yuh do take yuh'll woished 
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you'd 'a' taken t'other. But, Boss, I'll jist advise 
this much — when 3ruh git tuh th' forks, jist shet 
your eyes 'n make a blame big stab, fur yuh 
cain't worst yourse'f by a takin' other one." 

Douglas, in due time, made the " stab," taking 
the road leading to the right. It was a part of 
the country wholly unfamiliar to the autoist, and 
he realized before he had gone many miles that 
he was not in the right vicinity to get the one 
particular deer he had set out to get. 

With a glance at the sun, swinging low, he 
soon pushed off into a little glade about a quarter 
of a mile from the road. Getting himself a hasty 
lunch, he shouldered his rifle and set off afoot 
with Jack, to see if there were any deer, he having 
seen plenty of sign in the soft wet earth around 
the spring. 

As if it had been ordered beforehand, not more 
than a half mile to windward of his machine, 
Douglas saw, standing among some low growing 
mast oaks a magnificent buck with several does. 
It was the effort of seconds only for Douglas 
to take aim and fire at the antlered member of 
the herd. 

The deer fell, but instantly arose, and bounded, 
staggering, off into the thicker chaparral. Doug- 
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las then set his dog after the retreating buck, and 
soon, from the peculiar bark of Jack, he knew 
that the wounded animal was being held at 
bay. 

Setting off himself in close pursuit, on coming 
into view, Douglas saw that the buck was backed 
up against a thick standing growth of chaparral. 

As Jack made sundry, furtive leaps at the 
deer's throat, the wounded animal would rear 
and strike out at its tormentor with only one 
hoof, the other foreleg dangling with every 
motion of the supple body. 

Douglas' trained eye instantly took in the sit- 
uation and he immediately determined on making 
a charge himself — ^to grab the antlered head and 
cut the throat of the plunging, fighting animal. 
What a fine hide that would be — ^with not a 
bullet hole in it — and what a fine trophy those 
antlers would make as a fitting close to hunting 
— at least, only as a pastime! "Yes," he 
thought, aloud, "Fll mount the whole — skin, 
head and all ! " 

Laying aside his gun, Douglas with his hunt- 
ing knife, as keen edged as a razor, in his right 
hand rushed the battle; and just as he made the 
first pass to grab a spreading antler the desperate 
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animal wheeled on its three uninjured legs and 
leaped through the manzanita wall. 

Douglas, foiled for the fraction of a second, 
rushed the charge and also leaped, nearly touch- 
ing the rump of the deer ! Both the deer and the 
hunter plunged, almost simultaneously, about 
twenty-five feet down an almost perpendicularly 
straight up and down precipice — in one, dull, 
thud — down into the dry wash of a creek ! 

The deer, being handicapped by the loss of one 
front leg, landed on its antlered head, and turn- 
ing a somersault, broke its neck. The man, 
lodging in a creviced boulder by one leg and 
falling forward, broke his thigh bone just above 
his knee, besides receiving a gash in his scalp 
caused by a stroke of a hind hoof of the deer at 
the final plunge, so close together had been the 
two! 

The eyes of the dying deer, a few feet below 
the boulder, set accusingly on the imprisoned 
hunter. Douglas tried to extricate his leg and 
for the first time in his life he felt real pain. 
So, with his scalp bleeding profusely — ^with 
those reproachful eyes on him, he mercifully 
lost consciousness. 

When Douglas was once more fully restored 
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to his right mind the accident was nearly a week 
old. 

Coming home by trail, down the dry wash of 
creek, was one Joe Harbin — Joe, being man of 
all work at the mountain ranch of George White- 
field, about a quarter of a mile from the dry 
creek. And as he jogged along on his claybank 
caynse, returning from his daily jaunt to the post 
office, Joe sang at the top of his voice: 

" or — d 'Umphrey My— era live d in thee west — 
I 'spose you ah — 1 do know, 
He — ^hed es fi — ne' n ol' gray mare 
£s ever you saw grow. 

Hil— de dang dang— 

Hil— de didle di do ; 

Hil— de dang dang 

HU— de didle d— ay I 
Thee — frosty wea — ther it come on, 
This ol* gray ma— re grew pore, 
This — ma* d* Um — ^phrey Myers mad. 
So he kickd*d *er out o* door — *' 

Joe probably would have yelled out the whole 
eight or ten verses of this doleful lay had his 
attention not been arrested by the yipping bark 
of a dog off to his right. 

After making acquaintance with Jack, who 
had made his way more cautiously than had his 
master down the bank, it took only a minute for 
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Joe Harbin to take in the situation against the 
dun colored bank of the creek, and he exclaimed, 
" Ju-ree-so-lum ! A thousand fish-'ooks in a 
coyote's wing! If 'tain't th' orto-bomile dood. 
Huh, wall! 'N I don't haf to have m' years 
pyersed fur to improve m' eyesight, ner drink 
no needle soup fur to make me sharp 'nuff tuh 
see how th' land lays here-bouts. 'N' hang my 
cats 'f he hain't killt th' big buck yuh kin skin 
me an' hang my hide on th' fence t' dry ! Huh, 
Wall! I've been after his carcas for more 'n 
five year ! " finished Joe as he looked at the dead 
buck. Then climbing atop of the boulder he 
further soliloquized as he tugged away at Doug- 
las. Big and powerful as Joe was it was a diffi- 
cult task. 

" Hang my cats, 'f he hain't wedged in twixt 
these here boulgers tight er'n eye tooth in jaw 
bone ! " 

After Joe had straightened Douglas out on the 
creek bed and had duly listened at the heart action 
of the prostrate hunter, he summed up the situa- 
tion thus — " There now, I fetched 'im, but 'twas 
a tussel, fer he's a regular joint; guess his gas 
wagon's on top o' th' ridge yit. But how in th' 
thumpin' toothache is he to be got t' the ranch ? — 
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Wall, he hain't dead 3rit, but he pears t' be thirly 
b'doozled like, so he's got to be got — Huh, 
Wall!" 

Douglas was in a very short time carried to 
the ranch, and as has been previously noted it 
was nearly a week before he entirely recovered 
consciousness from the effect of his hurts, 
together with the anesthetic, which had been ad- 
ministered in order to set his leg, and sew up the 
scalp wound, just a few inches above one ear. 

"Doc — ^tor Walker! As sure as I live — but 
where am I and what has happened?" asked 
Douglas weakly, as he peered up into a face 
which he had knovvn all his boyhood days in 
Chicago. 

" Douglas, you are at the Whitefield ranch in 
the c^ast range mountains in California," quietly 
replied the doctor. 

" Yes, but how do you come to be here. Doc- 
tor? The last I remember of seeing you was 
when my aunt died, and you tried to get me to 
go to medical college — Oh, yes, I know now, how 
I came in the mount— or at least — oh ! " as he 
tried to move his leg, which was in a cast. " For 
God's sake. Doctor, what ails me? Oh — yes, I 
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know — and the eyes of that buck, how they have 
haunted me — ^and — My God, Doctor, you don't 
understand — I must get out of this, I must go at 
once to Denise — to my wife, Doctor ! " he cried 
piteously, as he pushed the bedclothes off. 

After Dr. Walker had quieted the sick man 
somewhat and had heard him tell, disjointedly, 
of his wife, the Doctor then told Douglas how he 
had happened — ^at that most opportune time for 
Douglas — to be in that region. How he had 
come out from Chicago in the spring, and of his 
having been at his friend Whitefield's all summer, 
recreating, and but for the fact that Mrs. White- 
field was soon to be in need of medical aid he 
should have been gone a month before, to spend 
the winter in San Diego before returning to 
Chicago in the spring. 

It came to pass next morning that Joe Harbin 
was sent, with a span of Whitefield's fastest road- 
sters and a stout buckboard to Eucalyptus Re- 
treat for Denise. It still further came to pass 
that Joe returned in due process of time without 
Denise and that — "All th' infermation I could 
git out o' th' yappin chink waz that * Missy 
Dluncan gone Sout' 'n' I gottem letta foh Mis' 
Dlouglas.' '' 
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*' Didn't you tell the Chinaman that MacDun- 
can was hurt, Joe ? " asked Dr. Walker. 

*' Naw," disgustedly replied Joe, and he 
launched forth in further elucidation : " Hang 
my cats, th' blamed pigtail acted so dam intel- 
ligunt and yapped away so stinkin' sassy thet I 
jist wouldn't humor the dinged cuss! I jist 
summed it tup this wise — ^thet 'f th' lady wuz 
gone South she couldn't come with me nohow, 
so what wuz th' use o' me a agitatin' on my 
marrer bones, a explainin' our eend o' th' sichua- 
shun tuh th' blamed heathun Chinee chink. Huh, 
wall! I didn't do it, fur what good could it a 
done?" 

" Well, no good, perhaps, but maybe he would 
have given you the letter," said Dr. Walker, 
thoroughly put out. 

" Nope, he'd 'a' never gin it tup! I thot wonct 
'at Fd storm his casa an' take th' letter by force, 
but th' rice eatin' scamp give me purty pintedly 
t' understand thet he belt a pre-em-shon claim on 
the letter; an' so, me a thinkin' he wuz also the 
holder by nine pints o' law, th' better o' keepin' 
it — Huh, wall, I jist let's 'im keep it ! But, now 
es I think uv it, I could 'a' reely banditted th' 
letter 'f I'd a bed th' gumtion uv a inkdbator 
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baby. Yis, I reckon I could, but the blame 
yeller mugged cuss kep' a holden onto a she dog 
he called 'Chill/ a telHn' uv her tuh be quiet 
whilst he yapped — So I thot 'count o' thet fact 
'at rd better not dispute his first right t' the 
possession uv th' letter — I jist come off 'thout 
it. Huh, wall ! " 

And the faithful Ah Gook did keep the letter 
until February. 
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CHAPTER X 

HIS ONE, DULL, THUD-DH ! 

Those days of convalescence, wherein for the 
very first time in his life, the smooth path of 
Douglas MacDuncan had run counter to the line 
of least resistance; were also a time when the 
existent conditions tapped deeply his manhood. 
The accident and what followed, proved, as has 
many a parallel case, to be the very mother eagle 
which flung the fledgling out of the nest. In the 
very losing of what he valued more than riches 
Douglas found himself — the finding to become 
a permanency. 

At this, his supreme testing time, in accord- 
ance with common fiction calamity in some 
form should have assailed Douglas' inheritance. 
Calamity, however, did nothing of the sort to his 
monetary wealth; he coming into full possession 
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of his father's legacy within six months after 
his double misfortune — ^paradoxical as it may 
appear. 

Next day after the return of Joe Harbin from 
his fruitless errand to Eucalyptus Retreat, Doug- 
las, prone upon his back, his broken leg in an 
improvised cast, prepared by the ever resource- 
ful Dr. Walker, wrote two letters. One was to 
Denise — directed to their home in case she should 
return. The other was to Byers & Son, telling 
them of his mishap and casually mentioning that 
he, in sending for his wife, had found she was 
away from home, so that he was unable to com- 
municate with her. If they should happen to see 
her in the city would they kindly inform her of 

his whereabouts? 

The letter fell into Morg.'s hands and he, 

being alone in the office, soliloquized exultingly, 

after a careful perusal of the letter: *'Ah ha! 

I see ! Douglas doesn't know where his wife is, 

and she doesn't know where her hubby is. Ah — 

Now I am glad I kept her letter! By jingo, this 

is the proper way for Morgftn Byers to even 

things up a bit! Hah, too effeminate to smoke, 

am I? Well, I am masculine enough to plan 

that though I couldn't get into your good graces, 
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Miss Denise, now the other shall have a time of 
it — for a season, at least! 

"Little did Miss Louden think there was a 
third party to that little tete-a-tete beside the 
laurustinus in old Devine's garden that night. 
Eavesdropper? Well, I guess yes! And she 
does not know that I heard her when she said my 
very presence left a trail as slimily shiny as a 
snail's! Well, Madam, my gait is a little faster 
than that of a snail when it comes to looking out 
for Morgan Byers' interests — and this, surely 
does interest me! 

" And, Mr. ' Roman,' FU just put a wedge in 
your log, too — ^you, with all your patronizing 
airs. No, by jingo, you don't have to eat me — 
and so you think I am as lacking in genuine- 
ness as a cold-storaged egg?" with a sardonic 
smirk he continued: 

" Much did they dream of my catching those 
few hints, and if I came near making a fool of 
myself by offering my heart and hand to that 
yellow-haired angel, I eventually came out of it, 
after that seance. Ah-a, yes ; blue bead eyes, face 
the color of raw pie-crust, and I should be glad 
to chew on the ragged edge of milady's divine 
presence, should I? I've waited for just this 
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kind of a chance — never dared let them know 
how much I knew for fear of losing just such an 
opportunity as this. Well, it's dead easy — ^if I 
am cornered FU just play I put the letter in with 
some of my private correspondence and over- 
looked it, so, Presto!'' 

Morg. proceeded to lock Denise's letter in his 
private desk; he having carried it about in his 
pocket until it was sadly worn. And why he did 
not open and destroy it was, doubtless, with him 
a peculiar phase of cowardice. 

Douglas' letter, Morg. handed to his father as 
soon as that person came into the office and 
upon reading it Mr. Byers asked, " Where do 
you suppose Douglas' wife is, Morgan?" 

" How should I know ? though, come to think, 
I saw her quite by accident a short time since, 
and it strikes me that she said she was going — 
South," replied Morg., turning his pasty face 
toward his desk and busying himself among some 
papers. 

This reply of Morg. to his father's query was 
written back to Douglas by Byers, Sr. When 
Douglas received this meagre information he 
was, of course, no wiser than from the result of 
Joe Harbin's unsuccessful trip. And though he 
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was more at sea than ever he tried to look at 
the situation philosophically by declaring he was 
now certain that Mrs. Louden had returned ; and 
what more natural than Denise should meet her 
mother in Los Angeles. Yes, that was just it, 
and he was glad he had not given out any hint of 
his fears to the Byers' firm. 

That "gone South," from the two different 
sources verified his conclusions. No doubt she 
had gone off huffy, but he only awaited the time 
when he should make it all up to her. 

Meanwhile, Douglas was a very sick man; 
then after Dr. Walker had him safely on the way 
to recovery he chafed and fretted at his forced 
imprisonment. Knowing well that he could not 
go home until the broken bone had knitted, he 
suffered awful mental agony. When Douglas 
was so very ill. Dr. Walker took it upon himself 
to send a man once more to Eucalyptus Retreat, 
with the same result as before; and after the sick 
man was well on the road to recovery the doctor 
told him of the fruitless second trip. Then it 
was that Douglas opened his heart to the doctor. 

"Doctor, I little realized the suffering at- 
tendant upon child-bearing," observed Douglas 
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to Dr. Walker, one evening in January, in 
response to the doctor's telling him of how he 
had been up all the night before attending Mrs. 
Whitefield, also mentioning her intense suf- 
fering. 

Several minutes were consumed in discussing 
this subject with its many devious details; when 
eventually, at a question from Dr. Walker, 
Douglas, aghast with surprise and incredulity, 
replied, "Why, no, Doctor, I think hot! Do 
you mean to say that women take such tem- 
porary dislikes as you mention, to their husbands 
at such times — becoming fretful and peevish? 
Now come to think of it, Denise had always the 
disposition of an angel when, without reason, 
shq did become suddenly a regular shrew, or so 
she seemed to me ! " he finished apologetically. 
Yes, yes," replied Dr. Walker, thoughtfully, 
it's quite common, though by no means always 
the case, but — I thought it — ^just possible. It 
could have been the case though I may be wrong,'' 
finished Dr. Walker, as he left Douglas, com- 
fortable physically, for the night, though with 
a new something to think about. 

The apricots and almonds were in full blossom. 
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The grassy foothills and farther distant moun- 
tains established a background of amethyst and 
green colorings, for the petal bedecked orchards 
and fields of alfalfa. 

The eucalypts, with their laminated boles of 
russet brown and green, were hung full of little 
pearl-colored fluffy knots of bloom. On the 
summer fallow were bunches of eschscholtzia — 
great golden poppies gleaming in the sun; while 
the fences were hedged along with the brilliant 
yellow mustard — stalking man high. 

The early California spring day was full of 
budding, blooming life— of birds, bees and grow- 
ing things; when Douglas MacDuncan with a 
pair of crutches across his lap and Dr. Thurlow 
Walker at the steering wheel of the automobile, 
same chuffing up through the drive at Euca- 
lyptus Retreat, one day late in February. 

The alarm was given by Jill, and as she and 
Jack licked faces, both whining out their delight, 
out came the faithful " Cooky " to greet the trav- 
elers. There were real tears in his eyes when he 
saw '* Mis' Dlouglas' " condition, as he helped 
the disabled " Roman " from the machine. Then 
when he had Douglas comfortably seated in the 
Morris chair, he, with a great flourish, pulled 
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out Denise's worn letter from his blouse 
pocket, together with the one which Douglas had 
written to Denise; besides also, some other 
mail. 

" Missy Dluncan tell me — she say, * You, 
Cooky, stlay right heah till Mis' Dlouglas come' 
— so, I stlay — Nen she say, * Cooky ! You no 
let nobody have letta ! ' So, Mis' Dlouglas, I 
keep letta foh you — sabef finished Ah Gook, 
as he steered for the kitchen to get busy 
with a lunch for his returned master and the 
guest. 

" Thank you. Cooky, you did perfectly right," 
said Douglas, as he broke open the letter anx- 
iously. 

Dr. Walker, for the next hour, had the time 
of his life in trying to quiet and convince Doug- 
las, who had become nearly insane from the con- 
tents of that fateful letter of Denise's. The 
practiced physician tried with all the convincing 
arguments he could command to set forth his 
own theory — to no avail. 

" That Hate, with a capital H, Doctor ! " he 
cried out. " Yes, that is what stabs me ; and see 
here, she threatens me with divorce — and Doctor, 
Denise was opposed to divorce! And your 
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theory is all knocked out in that she says, *I 
should hate to have you father child of mine ' — 



seer 



?" 



Huh, that one sentence alone strengthens my 
theory, Douglas. You see she fluffed her wings 
away from her nest, so to speak, to scare you 
from the birdling," replied the man of wide ex- 
perience and knowledge. 

" Now, see here, Douglas," the wise man con- 
tinued, as he bathed the prostrate man's face, 
" you must brace up ; I feel that things aren't as 
bad as they seem to be ! " 

" Well, yes, I must brace up, Doctor — ^but say, 
I was right about the chum business, anyhow. 
My God, I must find her!" and Douglas Mac- 
Duncan, six feet in his stockings, broke down, 
sobbing and crying like a woman, though it was 
no shame to his manhood that he did give vent 
to his pent up emotions thus. 

The days of remaining at Eucalyptus Retreat 
were excruciating in the extreme to Douglas. 
The bungalow fairly reeked of Denise's pres- 
ence, the aroma of sandalwood being the very 
first thing that Douglas had sensed as he entered 
their sleeping room. On the dresser was the 
tinted miniature, which smiled up into his eyes, 



A BALANCE OF DESTINY 207 

and he wept like a child as he placed it in his 
waistcoat pocket. 

That first night as Douglas lay in his bed 
gazing at the rounded moon, he thought bitterly 
and sorrowfully of that compact*; the compact 
commemorative of that night of bliss. And on 
the scroll of his memory seemed written in blood 
that old slogan of their courtship, as he whis- 
pered it, " Always, now and forever ! Ah God, 
if only I had not become a promise breaker I 
could bear this more resignedly ! " Not once 
did he censure his wife; he thought if it had 
become hatred on her part, well, he had pro- 
voked it! 

Soon the sleepless man's thoughts strayed to 
that forgotten class prophecy, which he had been 
instrumental in bringing about. How accurately 
had Dale foretold his imbecility he thought. His 
selfishness in taking care that Denise should want 
what he himself had wanted, never considering 
that she might also have preference. How Dale 
had hit it about the lines of greatest and least 
resistance ! 

"And, yes," he whispered again, "I surely 
was another Roman, that morning I left her — 
whistling too, as I remember — just fiddling 
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while my Rome burned ! And now when I would 
put out the blaze, I am powerless to do so. Yes, 
old Dallio was right when he said I should be- 
come the iconoclast in my own house of wor- 
ship — God knows how I did worship her ! And 
to think, before I smashed my idol I succeeded 
in shattering her ideals. How I should love 
the chance to re-cement the broken fragments ! " 

Douglas lay quiet in bitterest thought. Finally 
he broke out again with, " It beats all ! When I 
think of that whole harangue of Dale's, how it 
does fit me! Yes, I needed one, dull, thud to 
bring me up standing, and by Halifax ! I surely 
got it ! I have been a regular clam about taking 
good advice, and Dale was speaking in a pretty 
plain parable when he said an egg had to be 
broken before any good could be gotten out of 
it; for heretofore it has been surface diggings 
only with me, but now I've been tapped — deep ! " 
Finishing up that recollection or train of thought 
he further said : 

" If, as Dale put it, I did take the first heat in 
life on a winged Pegasus, it was only that the 
one, dull thud should be a constant reminder 
that people, no matter how high they may fly, 
will come, sooner or later, to earth. I — ^have 
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came ; '* he quoted bitterly, and sank into a deep 
sleep from pure exhaustion. 

Douglas found that Denise had completely 
covered her tracks. Not a sign could he detect 
whereby he could trace her. He was positive, 
though, that wherever she was she was with her 
mother. Come to think, he did not even know 
Mrs. Louden's or the Brock's foreign address. 
Later, when he had seen the Devines they were 
as much mystified as he. 

A cunningly worded note, written by Dr. 
Walker to " The Eastern " Magazine, of which 
Denise had been a regular contributor, only 
brought a reply that they would be glad to know 
themselves where said gifted young writer was, 
and also why she had broken off so suddenly 
with her contributions. 

Thus the mystery of Denise's disappearance 
deepened with Douglas, and with it he censured 
himself more and more for his many cruel words 
at that last time, telling himself that could he but 
find her he should know how to appreciate her, 
which ex post facto reasoning was his only con- 
solation. 

Contrary to the general rule in such cases, his 
awful disappointment did not make of Douglas 
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MacDuncan either a misanthrope or a miso- 
gynist, although it taxed Dr. Walker's optimism 
at times to keep him from sinking beneath the 
burden, being crippled as he was. 

" Now listen to reason, Douglas," began Dr. 
Walker for the final time. "You have got to 
look this thing squarely in the right light. If 
my theory is wrong and she has, as you think at 
times, taken this method of getting herself away 
from you, why, all you can do is to grin and bear 
it like a man! I could tell you a little tale of a 
man's disappointment — ^but, she is dead now — 
so I never speak of it — and it would not help 
your case! I say this much, rise above this, 
Douglas; be a man and fit yourself for a useful 
life! You are not so near down and out in the 
game of life as you sometimes think — ^just wait 
until your underpinning is O.K. once more and 
then begin on a substantial basis ! " Pausing for 
a reply and getting none, the doctor continued 
along the same lines, " Douglas, you have simply 
been run through a threshing machine and have 
landed plump and clean in the bag; ready to take 
your useful place in the world. Heretofore you 
have been but a pinch of chaff, ready to blow 
away with a puff of wind. Now, if my theory is 



A BALANCE OF DESTINY 211 

right, you two will as surely come together again 
as steel cuttings come to a magnet ! Meanwhile, 
we have to get to work. You, now, get around 
nicely on the crutches, and by fall you will never 
know you were hurt ! " 

" Well, Doctor," replied Douglas, after an- 
other interval of silence, " what you have planned 
for me is just what I had planned for myself the 
day I left home on that devil's errand; so I am 
open to your advice. We'll go up and see the 
Byers', though of course they write they know 
nothing; and I'll hire a private detective; then 
I'll go with you to Los Angeles, where we will 
make the thorough search you have outlined; 
you to take the lead, so that she shall not catch 
me searching and thereupon start divorce pro- 
ceedings. Oh, Doctor, what a blamed idiot I 
am! — Why, if only I could find her she would 
not want a divo,rce — don't you see, Doc- 
tor ? " finished he with all of his old time assur- 
ance. 

The trip to see the Devines and the Byers* firm 
revealed nothing. But before leaving San Fran- 
cisco, Douglas severed business relations with 
the law firm ; however, they were to communicate 
with him in Chicago in case they heard anything 
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of his wife. He had told them just enough of 
the circumstances to further his interests. 

Aften hiring a detective Douglas, with his 
friend, went home once more, where he closed 
up the bungalow, leaving it in Bicknell's care. 
The faithful Ah Grook returned to Chinatown in 
San Francisco. 

The search in Los Angeles ended fruitlessly, 
but here it was that a letter overtook Douglas, 
asking his immediate presence at the sick bed 
of his uncle in Chicago, his only relative. 

After the death of his uncle the nature of 
Douglas' affairs made it imperative that he 
should remain for some time in that city. 

By winter Douglas MacDuncan was a student 
in a Chicago medical college, wherein Dr. Thur- 
low Walker was president, Douglas having 
about recovered from his injury by that time. 

"If to personally know real suffering, both 
physical and mental, is a necessary requirement 
of him who would minister to human ills, then I 
reason that I, myself, am thereby fitted to be- 
come skilful in the practice of medicine; and es- 
pecially surgery — ^to the relief of suffering man- 
kind. Anyhow, I shall make the effort to fill my 
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niche in the world — ^biding my own time." Thus 
commented Douglas. 

"Of all the things to cure a mind diseased, 
study and concentration of thought are the two 
proper panaceas. Now, you can wander from 
place to place, work with your hands, but if your 
mind is unemployed it is no good at all ! " So 
reasoned Dr. Walker to the young man. And 
Douglas, by constant mind work, was to find, in 
a measure, surcease of sorrow. 

Although he never received the slightest clew 
of Denise he never ceased hunting — ^privately, 
for her. 

He eventually came to decide that she wanted 
none of him, else why could she not have commu- 
nicated with him through Byers & Son. The 
only extenuating thought he had along these 
lines, was, that she was fully justified in her ha- 
tred and he decided it could be no passing fancy 
with her. 

Things stood about thus with Dr. Douglas 
MacDuncan when he had been practicing his pro- 
fession for a short time. One day, by the merest 
accident, he ran plump into Mark Brand, his old 
college mate, the Englishman. After a manlike 
greeting and some explanations Brand ejacu- 



214 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

lated, " So Doug. MacD. — The Roman, ha! hal 
is a full-fledged M. D. ! A sawbones! Well, 
of all the combinations ! " 

"Yes, Mark, I had to get busy at something; 
what are you up to, old man? " returned Douglas 
simply. 

" Why, I am just hopping about a bit — got to 
get my wings pinioned pretty soon though. 
There is to be a Mistress Brand ere long, don't 
you know. But, I say, old chap, where is the 
fair * Maid o' Dundee ' — she whom I was a bit 
gone on — ^you married her, did you not ? " Then 
it was that Douglas had to confess to his friend 
the real status of his matrimonial affairs. Doug- 
las had hardly delivered his brief explanation, 
before Mark, with a slap on the speaker's shoul- 
der, announced: 

" My word, Doug ! I believe I saw her among 
a bunch of people on Market Street in San 
Francisco a few weeks since! Yes sir, I even 
remember that odor of sandalwood — I recalled 
that said odor used to seem hers — well, I felt 
so sure, don't you know, that I had a ripping 
good mind to follow her, but before I could do so 
she, if it was she, had became swallowed up in 
the crowd. Don't you know, that old odor 
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caused me to turn just in time to catch a glimpse 
of a head of plaited, pale gold hair ! My word I 
I wish Fd followed!" 

" Was she alone ? " simply and hoarsely asked 
Douglas. 

"Yes — that is — I think she was, don*t you 
know/' replied Brand. 

This conversation resulted in a desire with 
Douglas — 3, desire which grew into nothing less 
than a passion with him — ^to again visit his 
native State. 

Dr. Walker, having severed his connection 
with the college, had gone West to reside per- 
manently, and had located in St. Matthew, near 
San Francisco. He had repeatedly urged Douglas 
to come and join his practice, but Douglas had 
never been able to bring himself to it on account 
of all the old associations. 

" Well," said Douglas to himself after he had 
seen Brand and had made arrangements to go 
West, " I shall just run out on a visit to Doctor 
Thurlow and look into this latest clew; though 
how she can be in California and I not know of 
it, after all the searching, is a mystery — ^but I 
shall go! A fool's errand, doubtless, or at best 
a fruitless mission perhaps, yet, I shall risk it! 
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Mark must have seen her, for he used oftentimes 
to speak of that odor of sandalwood, and that was 
what attracted his attention. If she is in San 
Francisco I shall find her! Sandalwood! Oh, 
the memory of it ! " finished he bitterly, as he 
gazed at the face of his wife's photograph — ^the 
tinted miniature. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE CHIP BECOMES WEIGHTY 

Mark Brand — gentleman of leisure, globe- 
trotter — ^had really and truly seen Denise Mac- 
Duncan in San Francisco. Having her mother 
and her little son with her, Denise was surely 
not alone when she, also, caught a glimpse of 
Mark Brand. In very point of fact she was 
within touching distance of his back, he not 
knowing, and it only took the slightest effort for 
her to turn suddenly across the crowded thor- 
oughfare ; thus escaping his recognizance. Hence, 
her being so close, was cause for Brand's atten- 
tion being attracted by the aroma of sandal- 
wood. 

Mark was the very first person out of the old 
life whom Denise was to lay eyes on since that 
memorable time. To keep herself and little boy 
hidden from one Douglas MacDuncan had be- 
come a passion with Denise MacDui^can. 
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In looking back to that eventful time when this 
woman was called suddenly East,' it is well just 
here to take up the slack in the thread of this 
part of the story and tell, briefly as possible, 
what had led to a determination on the part of 
Denise to take up her residence in Japan, where 
she was almost in the act of taking passage to at 
the time Mark and she saw each other. 

When Denise, in leaving for the East, had en- 
trusted Morgan Byers with her precious letter 
to post, her mind relaxed somewhat from its 
overtaxed condition, and though she was ill she 
made the trip in comparative peace of mind, feel- 
ing sure of Douglas' following her. Yes, she 
was so sure! 

When she arrived at her destination Denise 
was wholly unprepared for what really did meet 
her. Contrary to what she had thought, it was 
not the old aunt, but her stepfather who had 
passed away. Paul Villiers had been killed al- 
most instantly in an automobile accident and his 
newly wedded wife, Denise's mother, was lying 
prostrate from the sudden blow and grief; while 
the old aunt was on her dying bed. 

Just as soon as Denise recovered from the 
shock of seeing such woeful conditions, her old 
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time self-sufficiency began to reassert itself; and 
soon she arose above her own troubles and began 
ministering to her mother, ill though she was 
herself. 

Within a week after Denise's arrival the Aunt 
Mary passed away, leaving her valuable country 
estate and town house to her one and only niece, 
Virginia Villiers. 

When, at the proper time, Douglas did not put 
in an appearance, with neither a letter nor so 
much as a message from him, Denise nearly went 
wild for a season, thinking everything by turns, 
though never doubting that he had received her 
last letter — no, not doubting. 

" I am now sure of what I suspected, that he 
no longer loves me, that must be the reason — Yes, 
it is hate on his side, although I know my side is 
a lie ! God help me, yes, I love him still, and I 
feel that I cannot live without him ! " So she 
cried out in agony of soul. 

During a siege of illness she told her mother 
her whole unhappy story, and motherlike, Mrs. 
Villiers tried in divers ways to pacify her daugh- 
ter, and failed in all. 

When Denise was able, she wrote to Morgan 
Byers, telling that individual she had heard noth- 
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ing of Douglas and she asked Morg. to write her 
at once and let her know of Douglas' where- 
abouts. 

Morg. replied, " Douglas is off in the moun- 
tains again, chasing the gauzy phantom, Pleasure. 
He dropped the Governor a note, telling that he 
possibly should remain in the mountains a better 
part of the winter. Doug, also mentioned 
the fact of your being away from home, so 
guess he thinks he will vacation until you 
return." 

If Morg's pasty face could have been capable 
of taking on different expressions it would have 
been one of sardonic exultation, though it was 
only an egotistical smirk as he fairly reveled in 
his wiseness. 

Of course Morg's letter produced just the 
effect on Denise that the writer had planned for. 
She was now confident that Douglas, having 
come home and having received both her letters, 
had gone again. How was she to know that all 
this time he was also suffering agonies of body 
and mind! She, not doubting that he knew of 
her whereabouts, let the hardness of cast-iron 
enter her heart against her husband. 

Early one morning, in early June, following 
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her sudden trip East, a little fair baby boy came 
to Denise MacDuncan. And with his coming 
his mother came near to passing. When she was 
once again able to take up the duties of life her 
baby was three months old. 

"How hard," she thought, "to be the mother 
of a worse than fatherless bairn ! How agoniz- 
ing," said she, " that the husband who swore to 
love and cherish me in sickness or in health can 
be so carefree, while I — have dipped low — Yes, 
so low into the valley of the shadow that it has 
seemed ages since I even realized that I am a 
scorned and neglected wife — the mother of a 
worse than fatherless bairn, that I am ! " She 
reasoned that if the father of her child were dead 
then she could at least teach her child to revere 
that father's memory. 

When the child was about six months old 
Denise had another letter, this time unsolicited, 
from Morgan Byers : " I hope that things are 
squared up between Douglas and yourself; but 
am afraid not, for I hear that he is off on the bor- 
der of Canada somewhere — " 

This letter decided Denise in taking another 
step. Mrs. Villiers, being urged by her daughter, 
sold her property and together they went to live 
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in a suburb of New York. Thus did Morg. 
Byers lose track of her. 

Never did the moon full that Denise did not 
watch for that matchless profile, and with the 
watching a bitterness of the quality of gall en- 
tered her heart at the hateful remembrance. 

In due process of time she once more took to 
writing, under the nom de plume, "Malcolm 
Denis," the first name being her father's given 
name and the last one her mother's maiden name. 
Hers was a pen of satire, pure and simple; 
though her writings became characterized by the 
masterly style with which she handled many 
difficult problems of life. People, reading her 
creations never once dreamed that they were not 
reading the fashionings of some big, strong man 
who, having been battered in life's battle, was giv- 
ing vent to his surcharged feelings in this way. 
In accord with that by-gone class prophecy, 
Denise did indeed " cause a lot of people to sit up 
and take notice to her pencil " — " A pen of 
satirics." Critics and reviewers conceded her 
pen — " facile, versatile, virile/' as Dale Wheeler, 
accurate character reader that he was, had de- 
clared, jokingly. 

Dale said also, some other things. He said 
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that although Denise would not ''become one 
grand musick-aner '* she doubtless might thrum 
on the heart-strings of a man. Little she dreamed 
of how she was thrumming on the heart-strings 
of one Douglas MacDuncan! 

There were times when she censured herself 
and she would grow almost tender toward her 
absent husband, " Oh, if only I had not been so 
peevish," she would cry out when by herself. 
" And if I had not offended him by not trying at 
the last to please him ! — Perhaps things might not 
have been so bad, for in resenting his cruelty I 
have indeed been only worsted! Though if I 
am carrying a chip on my shoulder he placed it 
there — and oh, God alone knows the weight of 
it! It is well and proper that my resentment 
shall be as lasting as a Kentucky feud ! " And 
when such periods of reminiscence overtook her, 
Denise let the iron sink deeper into her heart 
though she never let it be apparent in her home 
life. 

Oftentimes in the reaction, with pathetic re- 
silience, she would cry out in agony of spirit, 
" Oh God, why do I still love him when he has 
outraged my love by his selfish cruelty ! Why — 
but for my child — do I feel that I must fly to 



224 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

him and bury myself in his arms and beg him 
to sing to me, 'Maxwelton Braes.' Ah me, I 
must not give way to my true feelings toward 
him — ^he with his savage, bloodletting nature. 
Oh, oh, why have I not thought of this before — 
now I remember — he told me once that he had 
just the least strain of Cherokee blood in him — 
a mere drop of — Indian blood it is! Oh God — 
spare my baby this terrible inheritance ! " For 
days after such sieges Denise would be ill and 
spent. Then afterward she would write bitterly — 
bitter as gall. In other days she had been rather 
fond of this Indian strain in Douglas. During 
a calmer moment Denise, nursing and fondling 
her baby, whispered to it, " Yes, I see still, 
against the background of my life's failure, an 
illuminated vision of my shattered ideals. And 
out of the wreck of lost hope — ^yes, from the 
simplest possible flotsam, my heart must rear a 
shrine for my love in you, my little child, who 
looks up into my face with the wide gray eyes of 
your father ! Yes, in you, my boy I must try to 
find surcease of sorrow ! '* Pausing, she contin- 
ued aloud, " If I can only transmit to you. Dar- 
ling, the power and ability to grasp the sublime in 
the face of defeat in life's battle! And if I can 
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teach you first of anything, to keep above mere 
animal passion ! And, ah, if I can but hide you 
from your father's influence until such time as 
you shall have arrived at an age of discretion — 
then, perhaps, you shall be able to withstand the 
powerful mastery of this man, your father, my 
son ; my husband who wellnigh overwhelmed me 
by his magical, masterful influence ! '* 

" Pre-Natal Influence,'* Denise's first big suc- 
cess in the literary field, a book, had come out, 
and with the coming out it had created wide- 
spread interest and comment, on account of the 
masterly manner with which it dealt and set 
aside many time-honored " superstitions," re- 
garding pre-natal influence. 

It was a satirical dissertation, wholly out of 
harmony with the way in which she had hidden 
her own child, before and after birth, from the 
influence of its father. 

In the setting forth of a theory in her book she 
had created a paragon of virtue and manliness in 
her hero, who had been subjected to evil influences 
from both parents before his birth. Yet, para- 
doxical as the case seems, her little boy, having 
escaped the pre-natal influence of his father, 
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she wanted still to hide him away from that 
father. 

Denise decided, finally, that she would change 
the style of her writing. She did not want to 
leave, as a heritage to her son, all bitter and no 
sweet in her writing. 

She eventually concluded to go to Japan, there 
to get entirely new inspiration. And by so doing 
she could kill two birds with one stone — she could 
could still further hide her boy, whom she was 
positive, Douglas woOld sooner or later try to 
claim; never doubting but what he knew of the 
child from the letter which she had handed Morg. 
to post. 

Her little boy was already growing to be more 
and more the disposition of his father, and Denise 
felt that she must get him away at all hazards. 

** Mover, why hain't I a nover name sides jus* 
Duncan?" asked Denise's little boy, whom she 
had seen fit to name Duncan, only. She had also 
seen fit to drop the Mac from her own name. 

" Now listen, Darling; what have I told you 
about saying * hain't'," replied Denise, thinking 
to change the subject as well as to correct. 

"Aw, Mover, why can't I talk 'ike Donnie 
Gordon? It's easier'n the way I haf to talk — 
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but Mover, why ha-ven't I a nover name ? " per- 
sisted the child, as he, with elbows on his mother's 
knees, chin in hands, peered up into his mother's 
dark blue eyes. 

** Why, Darling — ^my name is Duncan — and — 
isn't it a nice enough name for Mother's little 
boy?" answered and asked Denise, lovingly. 

" Ye — ^s — it's a nice 'nough name, but I want 
a front name 'ike Donnie Gordon ! '* insisted the 
child. 

" Now listen to Mother, Darling ; — sometime, 
perhaps, when you grow to be a big, strong, 
strong young man you may find a father — ^then, 
he will give Mother's little boy another name, 
won't that do ? " replied Denise as she lifted the 
sturdy little lad astride of her lap. Continuing 
the very interesting subject, to him, Duncan 
again asked, " Mover, why hai — hav-en't I a 
f aver now — ^'ike Donnie Gordon ? " as he placed 
a chubby palm each side his mother's velvet soft 
cheek. 

" Oh, Darling — because — ^because," hesitated 
Denise, " you had a father once — a, long time ago 
— but he — he broke Mother's heart — Precious 
one, and that is why you have no father ! " sobbed 
she. 
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With one sturdy arm around his mother's neck 
and wiping her tear drenched face with a comer 
of his gingham blouse, Duncan said in a most 
masterly way, " Don't you cy. Mover ! I'll find 
me a faver who won't break your heart — an' — 
an' he'll jus' make it get all cured up an' well! 
Why, Mover, he'll jus' kiss you 'ike you kiss me 
when I fa' down an' break — ^my crown, 'n your 
heart will be all — cured — don't you see, Mover 
dear ? " As he kissed the tears awa^ the young- 
ster continued with childish assurance. 

" An' say. Mover, I was jus' foolin' — ^I don't 
want a nover name — 'cept jus' Duncan," then 
he added cajolingly, " Now, why can't I say 
hain't 'ike Donnie, Mover — it's such easy 
talk?" 

" Because ' hain't ' isn't a nice word. Darling," 
and after a season of loving she said, " You, 
Darling, and Mamee are all Mother shall ever 
want ! And now you run and call Donnie to come 
and play with you while Mother helps Mamee 
to pack." 

" Why can't Mamee and I go wif you to Ja- 
pan ? " questioned he further. 

" Because Mother must go first to prepare a 
home for us all. Darling," replied Denise, smooth- 
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ing back the upward sweep of light auburn hair 
and kissing the little square forehead. 

" Aw, say, Mover ; p'ease 'et Donnie bring his 
Teh-bear 'n toy gun — can't he ? " with this 
pleading Duncan sidled off. 

" No, Duncan, Mother would rather have you 
play with your railroad and cars. Bears, as 
you know, belong only in the * Goose Book,' and 
guns — don't belong — to little boys anyhow." 

" Say, Mover," began Duncan on a fresh sub- 
ject, as he came back to his mother's lap. " I 
won't talk 'ike Donnie — 'f I can help it; 'cause 
iss mornin' he sayed a mean fing to me," With 
a mysterious wagging of head and in rather 
a shamefaced way Duncan continued, after 
Denise had asked him what the mean thing 
was. 

"Well — well, Donnie sayed — jus' 'cause I 
telled him you knew more'n anybody in the world 
'bout bears 'n' guns — well, he sayed I was a 'ittle, 
red headed * boob ' — He sayed 'at was what 
his big brover sayed I was — an' — an' I jus' 
whacked him in his mouf 'fore he could say it 
ag'in. But — he stayed to play anyhow— an' 
didn't take his Teh-bear'n gun home — Aw say 
— can't he bring them?" with an irresistible 
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look in his wide set gray eyes, which stabbed 
Denise's very heart. 

With a sigh she replied, as she thought it 
could not last but a few days — this playing with 
edged tools on the part of her boy — as she 
took it. 

"Well, Darling, let Donnie bring his play- 
things if you wish; but you must not fight — if 
you can help it ! " she added as her mind harked 
back to a similar fracas on her own part. At this 
her little boy was so overjoyed that he said, on 
that other most alluring subject, " Say, Mover, 
will I find — a — s, faver — a 'ittle bit a man 'ike 
Donnie's faver?" 

" No, Darling, you will — ^you must, I mean, 
find a father who shall be big, and strong, and 
handsome and fine ! " 

*' Now run and play, Lambie/' Then to her- 
self, " How like his father 1 Yes, I must get him 
away ! '* 

The little fellow ran, calling Donnie Gordon 
to come and bring the Teddie bear and toy gun, 
and soon the children were to be heard "bang- 
ing '' a whole back-yard full of bears. 

The winter previous to Denise's voyage, was 
spent by the three in San Diego, Denise not dar- 
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ing to risk recognition from any of their old-time 
friends in Los Angeles. 

It was planned for Mrs. Villiers and the little 
boy to remain in the mountains, near San Ft-an- 
cisco, during the summer season. Then if all was 
as Denise hoped, her mother and her little son 
were to come to her in the autumn. 

Denise was joined on board of a big ocean 
liner by a woman journalist friend, who was to 
share her stateroom ; a woman older than herself 
and who would also remain in Japan for a year. 

It was nearly a week before Denise got on her 
sea legs. The Pacific at that time near the coast 
being a vast expanse of rolling, tossing seas, she 
had temporarily succumbed to the travails of 
seasickness. But eventually, when the great 
vessel began to approach the semi-tropical zone of 
Hawaii and the sea became level and calm as if 
spread with oil, then it was that Denise recovered 
from mal de mer. 

She stood alone one evening near the stern of 
the big boat, looking at the long, white curling 
wake of the vessel and watching intently, with 
nostalgic feeling, a yellow segment of the rising, 
round moon. As its straight edge hugged the 
indigo surface of water it sent a wide track — the 
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color of light topaz, quivering like molten metal — 
straight to the ship, across the dark surface of 
ocean. 

When the moon was fairly up and the silent 
watcher had, as was her customary habit, traced 
the outlines of that woman's profile, she suddenly 
became aware of a familiar looking figure — a man 
it was, with an unfamiliar looking woman, both 
standing to the left of the watcher. Denise being 
hidden from the two by a large coil of rope, could 
see the two without herself being seen. 

In describing this incident several months later 
Denise said of the woman. ** Dearest, the woman 
was a big creature — yes, ' big creature * is the 
proper term! Her face; framed by an impossi- 
ble, bleached pompadour; looked like nothing so 
much as like an enormously large, raw roast of 
veal, it having been poked with a skewer to form 
eyes — ^then a narrow slit for a mouth as though 
made by the stab of a keen pointed knife — ^and a 
mere pinch of a nose. You see. Dearest, I could 
see them so plainly, for the moonlight was al- 
most like day. Morg, pretended he had not seen 
me until the moment he spoke to me the following 
evening. 

" Well, this creature, as I was about to tell, 
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was gowned in a red satin creation — she was 
bareheaded and in a bleached puff of hair was 
a big diamond sunburst. Under thick folds of fat, 
at her throat, was a huge nugget brooch, also 
bediamonded ; while her waist was circumfer- 
enced by a prodigious belt of woven coin — gold 
coin! She fairly exuded gold, for her fingers 
were also benuggeted! 

"The woman, whom I heard Morg. call 
* Ethel,' had one big meaty bare arm around his 
neck; and as they stood there I felt as though I 
must scream with laughing at the contrast. 
Morg. nestling up under that big arm, looked 
more effeminate than ever, notwithstanding he 
was tailored in the very loudest of plaids latest 
model; cap to- match; which, though it was 
pulled well down, did not hide his raw pie-crust 
face. 

" The most comical feature of the whole thing 
though, was when he held up his face to be 
kissed — ^ugh 1 

" I could catch snatches of Juneau and Valdez, 
and I knew then that Morgan Byers was bowing 
down — or bowing up is perhaps the more ap- 
plicable term — ^to a golden calf 1 Well, yes, calf- 
veal! '' 
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That night after Denise's discovery, Morgan 
Byers, alone in his stateroom, became a monolo- 
gist to the special delectation of his own egotist- 
ical self. 

" Yes, sir, that's the dope ! " he began as he 
folded his plaid trousers carefully. " I can do it, 
for I know she hasn't seen Ethel with me. And 
too, she doesn't know that I caught sight of 
her to-day. By jingo! I'd know those plaits 
of hair in Hades — with that inevitable navy blue 
and that whiff of sandalwood. Gosh! She's 
more beautiful than ever! 

" Now, Morg. Byers, e-s-q," as he addressed 
the partially undressed individual in the mirror, 
" here, is where you can have a little sport on the 
side and Eth' none the wiser ! " 

With a legal attitude, as though shrewdly pre- 
paring to argue a case before a jury, pointing a 
finger at himself, he said, " Now, sir, you see 
that by this time she is about ready for what I 
shall propose to her — ^Yes, sir, I shall put her up 
to divorce Doug! Then, I, will catch milady's 
heart in the rebound — got just about time to 
work it in the next day or two before we reach 
port! I shall get her so dead in love with one 
Morg. Byers, Attorney-at-Law, that she will ac- 
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cede to anything he asks. Then," as he gave 
what passed with himself for a shrewd wink, 
" shall be the time for me to show the marble 
heart and watch the haughty Madam cringe and 
beg — Ah-a, sacre — Presto ! " quoted he, from a 
melodramatic performance which he had re- 
cently attended. 

Continuing, as he assumed his most egotistical 
bearing, " But, if she should accept me, as I am 
certain sure she will, then — well, I don't know 
but Fd cut it out with old Eth. I could do that 
too, for I have my half interest in the mine 
O. K.ed, if Eth. should show fight ! '' 

Morg's egotism grew so abundant that it was 
hard for it and himself to find rest in one small 
berth. His exultation, resulting from his deci- 
sion, was slightly mixed with a wonderment as 
to why Denise was aboard the vessel, and whither 
was she bound. Another thing which puzzled 
him, was that the name Denise MacDuncan was 
not on the ship's register. He must proceed care- 
fully with her, he concluded. 

After remaining in her stateroom all the fol- 
lowing day, after having seen Morg. and his com- 
panion, Denise reasoned that it really could make 
no difference if Morg. did see her. She, not hav- 
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ing her little boy with her, Morg. could tell 
Douglas nothing regarding the child. In point 
of fact, she decided it would be well for Morg. 
to see her at this time ; then when Douglas should 
hear, he would in all probability think that his 
baby had died at birth. She still thought of that 
confession she had made to Douglas in her 
last letter. She had also taken pains to find 
out that Morg's voyage would cease at Hono- 
lulu. 

That evening Denise was again on deck, 
having left h«r companion, the woman journalist, 
playing solitaire. She was watching for the 
moon, which had just begun to show itself above 
the indigo water. 

Soon, a presence was noticed mincingly ap- 
proaching from behind. In turning, Denise 
faced — Morgan Byers, he with outstretched 
hand and a glad look. 

As they shook hands, with casual greeting 
from Denise, Morg. with large courage ex- 
claimed, " How in the world is this, Denise — you 
aboard and I not know a blessed thing of it until 
this blessed minute ! " Rattling on he said fur- 
ther. " By jingo, come to think, I have not seen 
you since you left for — the East 'bout 'steen cen- 
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turies ago ! And you will never guess how badly 
I felt when I lost track of you — when you left 
Virginia ! " he finished sincerely. 

" I have been seasick," returned Denise simply, 
ignoring the latter part of the speech. She began 
to feel that old antipathy of this man returning. 
But it never occurred to her mind to tax the viper, 
with the miscarriage of that letter. If she 
thought of that day at all it was that she should 
still try to treat Morg. decently on account of his 
having helped her in getting away from Douglas, 
by recognizing her at the bank ; and, well yes, she 
was glad that Douglas did get her last letter — it 
proved him to her! 

Morg. gallantly and solicitously ventured, 
"Well, well, sorry to hear it — but are you — 
alone, yet ? " 

" I am traveling with a lady," once more came 
from Denise, simply. And Morg, taking a false 
cue, made a guess that Denise was the companion 
of the middle-aged woman whom he had seen 
her with. Then continued he along the same 
lines, " Well, I don't blame you for preferring to 
be alone in the way I meant ; for Doug, is a regu- 
lar unappreciative savage anyhow! Looks like 
he will never get his oatfield planted ! Guess the 



238 A BALANCE OF DESTINY 

dog is hitting a swift pace, up on the border of 
Canada somewhere — from all accounts ! " 

Not a word from Denise as she turned, gazing 
into space out over the water — moonward. 

In his egotism Morg. rushed his intentions and 
soon he had fired the first gun of his battery, 
against the fortress of Denise's heart, as he 
thought. 

" By jingo, Denise ! You aren't a day older 
than you used to be ! And that incomparable hair 
— a veritable gold mine it is ! That complexion, 
and those eyes, which you still know the use of ! 
Do you know they are all as bewitchingly ravish- 
ing as ever; and they get the guy strings of my 
heart all tangled up ! " He paused to see the 
effect of this, and Denise, turning partially toward 
him smiled; coquettishly, he took it, as she 
quoted, " Morg. remember now, that flattery cor- 
rupts the giver as well as the receiver ! " 

He thought, " She is blushing! She likes this 
kind of dope ! " and he hastened to reply, " No 
josh, Denise, I really mean every word; and do 
you know, it's a shame — ^you should sue for a 
divorce! You could get one without a mite 
of trouble. By jingo! I will get one for you — 
nothing like having a lawyer in the family, eh? " 
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Denise shook her head slowly as she looked 
at the long white wake of the vessel. Gathering 
a fresh supply of egotism Morg. continued, " Oh, 
say now, Denise, pardon my impulsiveness, but 
— I want to tell you right here that there are as 
good fish still in that old pond out there as have 
ever been caught. Why not marry again ? " 
Morg. paused after this tentative query. 

Denise replied, coldly, which Morg. misinter- 
preted, forlornly, " Morg, I am not a marrying 
woman," as she lifted her eyes to the newly risen 
moon, which action on Denise's part seemed coy- 
ness only, to Morg, and it caused him to rush 
his mad desire; for by this time he would 
have bartered his very soul to Satan for this 
woman ! 

" Oh, bosh, Denise, because you have made 
one matrimonial blunder, is no sign you will 
make another. Listen, Denise, you are the first 
and only woman I have ever loved — and — come 
dear, let's cut the divorce out, let's not wait! 
Come with me to Alaska — no, let's go to the 
Antipodes where everjrthing is as free as that 
measureless waste of water out there ! Say yes — 
Sweetheart ! " Just at the instant when Morg. 
reached the end of this eloquent appeal, he let 
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his clammy hand drop upon the soft warm one on 
the railing. 

Denise, inwardly seething, and thinking of 
what she should say, did not say a thing she had 
intended. As that froglike hand dropped tightly 
on her own ; touching her marriage band ; and at 
the word " Sweetheart," she turned and said, as 
she almost jerked her hand from under the other; 
** Morgan, would it not be better for you to get 
in out of the moonlight — I think it has struck a 
vital part of you — if you have one ! " 

That was all Denise said, but the sarcasm 
which went with it out-weighed the saying of 
it, or it would have done so with anyone owning 
an ego of smaller proportions than Morgan 
Byers. 

All her old time dislike for this man had arisen 
the moment he began about divorce. Then, was 
when she began casting about in her mind what 
she should say. But when that old word, 
" Sweetheart " fell from his tongue, for a frac- 
tion of a second she felt that she must " pick the 
slimy thing up and toss it into that waste of 
waters," as she told, later, how she felt. 

When Denise, with a plea of sudden headache, 
had left Morg. standing alone he once more com- 
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muned with himself. " By jingo, she is coming 
all right! Only I have got to proceed a little 
slower. To-morrow night I will tackle her on 
another layoutT— FU spring my half ownership in 
the richest mine in Alaska ! That will bring her ! 
Why didn't I begin on that? Well, if I don't 
make it with her I shall be tempted to open and 
destroy that letter to Doug. Gee! If they only 
knew ! " 

That same night as the big steamer tunneled 
itself through a mountain of fog, something sud- 
denly went wrong. At the impact, with a great 
quivering movement, the big vessel, like a thing 
of life, fairly groaned, as it came to a stop. 
Denise, rolling out of her berth at the first shock, 
roused her friend and after learning the cause, 
the two dressed. 

After the first shock the big ocean liner began 
to grind and roll, to lurch from side to side, to 
tip from stem to stern! 

Denise and her friend when fully dressed, suit- 
cases in hands, were soon out of their stateroom, 
where all was confused commotion ! A steward- 
ess with others were rousing the heavy sleepers 
and handing everyone a life preserver, while an 
officer in stentorian tones shouted through a 
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megaphone, " All's well ! She's only on a rock — 
and all can be saved — if all will be human beingB ! 
There are boats enough and we are not far from 
land!'* 

In a few days Denise and her companion re- 
embarked from Honolulu on another vessel for 
Japan, where she arrived safely; however, to 
remain only a few months. 

By midsummer she and her friend were nicely 
located and settled. Hard at work, Denise was 
putting the finishing touches to a manuscript 
which she expected to have in press by early 
autumn. This, and to have her mother and little 
son with her by that time, were indeed her two 
whole ambitions at this time. 

Here, she felt, was a haven of security, with 
an entire change from her former environment. 
And here she would remain until her boy should 
need educational advantages other than those 
to be had in Japan. By that time — well, she 
would not borrow any long distance trouble and 
she would just cut herself loose from all torment- 
ing thoughts. 

While Denise was in the midst of this highly 
satisfactory reasoning she caught the tinkling 
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sound of her little Japanese wind-bells as they 
chimed, swinging with the soft breeze. And she 
remembered how her little English-speaking, 
native maid had said that with the chiming of the 
windbells, thoughts, from the absent sweetheart 
were being wafted to the listener. With the 
recollection of this pretty little telepathic senti- 
ment, and while listening subconsciously Denise 
felt a great tug at her heart, as of a longing, she 
had never felt before. 

With a sudden recollection of that old Emer- 
sonian quotation, which Douglas and she had 
squabbled over, she almost unconsciously re- 
peated it, '* ' If you can love me for what I am 
we shall be happier! If you cannot I will seek 
to deserve that you should. I must be myself ! ' 
Oh, God, was ever human being so sorely tried 
between two loves? Show me, oh God, my 
duty ! " she finished, burying her face in her 
folded arms, a picture of abject despair. 

As if in answer to her cry her little maid ap- 
peared with a cablegram. Denise signed for the 
message, and as she read its contents : " Come, 
baby very ill. (Signed) Mother," a shiver of 
apprehension like unto which she had never 
experienced before, ran her length ! 
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With a tearless whiteness the almost collapsing 
woman once more in her life packed hastily a 
grip, containing her precious manuscript, a night 
robe, a clean waist or two, a pale blue kimona, 
and a few toilet articles. 

It so happened that a steamer from the Philip- 
pines had been touching port, and as it was in the 
very act of heaving anchor to proceed on its 
way to San Francisco, Denise, in a little gasolene 
launch, was rushed aboard. 

As she, white with fear and anxiety, was being 
shown to a stateroom, who should she run face 
to face with but Phoebe and Dale Wheeler ! 

The time elapsing was only seconds until each 
woman was in the other's arms, sobbing in 
unison. And it was less than a minute before 
Dale exclaimed. '* By the rain gauge of Jupiter 
P — luvius ! Get in here girls quick, and let's see 
what all this humidity stands for ! " as he pushed 
both Denise and Phoebe into a stateroom built 
for two; after which Dale continued as he gaily 
shook hands with Denise, ** By Crimps, you are 
just the chicken I most want to see — rather see 
you, Denise, than almost anybody!" 

" Oh, oh ! Dale, you don't understand — ^my 
baby — my little boy is — perhaps dying, or dead 
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— Oh, oh!" she replied as she handed him the 
cablegram. 

" Your baby ! Why, Denise, was there a baby 
— after you — you left Douglas? Why, Honey, 
Doug, was nearly wild about you, but he, as well 
as we, never dreamed of a baby ! " said Phoebe in 
consternation, as she tenderly proceeded to un- 
loosen Denise's clothing, preparatory to making 
that person comfortable on a couch : and Denise 
bowed her head in answer to Phoebe's ques- 
tion. 

" Phe — ew ! By Jupiter and B'gosh ! I begin 
to smell a rodent!" interrupted Dale with his 
mouth puckered to shrill whistle dimensions as 
he looked Denise over. After much motherly 
petting on the part of one Mrs. Dale Wheeler, 
Denise sobbed out her whole miserable story from 
beginning to end: in the telling of which she 
found even a solace in the face of her latest fears, 
by what these two — her saviors, as she later, 
termed them — had to tell her in return. 

About the sick baby Phoebe very philosophi- 
cally said, " Now, Denise, Honey, don't you 
worry too much, for you know how little can 
really be said in a telegraphic message. Your 
mother, being so alone with your baby, would 
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very naturally be very anxious over a simple ill- 
ness—don't you see ? " 

"Denise," questioned Dale with a shrewd 
squint of eye, " do we understand that you en- 
trusted a letter addressed to Doug, to Morg. 
Byers to post, that time on the eve of your de- 
parture East? You see, Phoebe has told me all 
she knows of this unpleasant affair, and Denise 
— Phoe and your Uncle Dale are just the checkers 
who can help you straightest out of this tangle ! '* 
confidently comforted he. 

" Yes, I wrote one of simple madness that 
morning, telling Douglas how I hated him. That 
one I left with our Chinese servant for Douglas, 
when he should be home from a hunting trip. 
Then, in San Francisco, I couldn't get my money 
from the bank without being identified, so meet- 
ing Morg. on the street I asked his aid, after 
which he saw me to the station; I, telling him 
that I was leaving for the East. The train pulled 
out before I realized it would, then is when I 
handed a second letter; which I had written 
Douglas, later, to Morg.; asking him to mail it 
without fail. In that letter I begged Douglas' for- 
giveness and asked him to follow me if he did 
forgive. Well, Douglas never even replied and I, 
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bearing the suspense as long as I could, wrote to 
Morg, asking him if Douglas was at Eucalyptus 
Retreat, still ; or something to that effect. Morg. 
replied, saying that Douglas was off in the moun- 
tains chasing the gaudy phantom, Pleasure. Then 
it was. Dale, that I gave Douglas up and started 
in to hide my baby from his influence ! 

"The Viper!" exclaimed Dale immediately 
seeing Morg's villainy. Then he and Phoebe pro- 
ceeded to tell Douglas' side of the story as they 
knew it, and well they told it. 

Amid much weeping such as Denise had never 
before known, she began to see light. And with 
much philosophizing from her two friends she 
revived and began to try to hope for the best, even 
about her baby. 

" Do you mean to say, Denise, that you never 
knew the puppy was in love with you? I tell 
you that was his sole motive — why, he told me 
at college once that he intended winning you if 
it took a thousand years ; and what you have just 
now told us — of his recent proposal to you on 
board ship — verifies my theory of why he has 
kept that letter. Yes, he never posted it, of that 
I am positive. By Crimps, we'll build a coffin 
for the gent, and Jee-Hokey, we'll put him in the 



248 A BALANXE OF DESTINY 

Morgue too, if you will kindly allow a pun at this 
time ! " The resourceful Dale unbridled his in- 
dignation. 

To get Denise's mind off her trouble, later in 
the evening Dale and Phoebe told of their mar- 
riage. 

" Yes," and he let Phoebe seat herself on his 
knee, " I caught the elusive butterfly of pleasure 
as she came flitting over the water — ^just grabbed 
her as soon as she alighted and got her tethered 
to me for keeps — right away, for fear she would 
flit away again ! " 

"And, yes," added Phoebe, "to quote from 
this old towheaded tyrant's prognostication in 
that old class prophecy : having * solved the prob- 
lem of pleasure and having flitted with Dame 
Folly through the rose garden of existence,' I 
have retired to private life to divide my last olive 
with this old unknown quantity; this old sour 
ball, who is the dearest old thing in all the wide 
world ! " Phoebe grabbed Dale by each side of 
the coat collar and shook him until his blond 
hair stood up straight. " This is the way I solve 
him — and eat pickles with him ! " then she kissed 
him. 

" She solved me all right ! " said Dale. Then he 
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said irrelevantly with another shrewd squint of 
eye, "Denise, my dear, now I want you to lis- 
ten to a little wisdom as set down by your Uncle 
Dale. You say that I advised you once, against 
carrying a chip on your shoulder. Well then, 
against good advice you seemingly have done so. 
Now hasn't it become so blamed hefty that you 
would just love to get rid of the tormenting 
thing? I know it has, and I'll just tell you now, 
that as soon as possible after we land, I, being 
a personally conducted unit, am going to hunt up 
a great six-footer! — I have been told that he is 
as sound as a dollar with only the slightest per- 
ceptible limp — Well, this big six-footer, by my 
advice or coercion, is going to lift that pesky 
chunk of wood gently off, or by Crimpy, he has 
to help tote it ; for it's become too hefty for you, 
I know! So now, let's hear more of Morgy — 
did you say he had a petticoat in tow ; coming to 
Honolulu — and you say you didn't see him any 
more after you got off the stranded steamer?" 
asked Dale, after this rather prolonged speech. 
"No," replied Denise, "I did not see Morg. 
any more. It was like this. Dale. As my friend 
and I were hurrying toward a lifeboat we over- 
took a woman with two children; one of which 
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she was carrying ; the other, a little girl, I started 
to lead so the mother could get along better. As 
I was trying to comfort the woman a big beefy 
creature rushed in front of us, and right behind 
us, as I glanced back, I heard Morg. yell out, 

* Wait, Ethel ! ' In Morg's vain effort to catch 
up with the woman hfe dropped his life-preserver 
and in passing me he grabbed the one which the 
little girl carried, and hurrying by, the big woman 
hustled him on ahead of her like as if he had 
been a helpless child ! 

" He didn't get by me though until I had said, 

* Coward ! ' and as I caught his eye I knew that 
he had not seen me until that very moment. 

" Well, rather than go in the same boat with 
the slimy thing, I persuaded our party to wait 
for another boat, for we had to get the child an- 
other life-preserver anyhow. 

" That is the last IVe ever seen of Morgan 
Byers. I see now his slimy hand in all this trou- 
ble! As I saw him bounce in ahead of that 
woman, Ethel; I thought Dale, of how you had 
told him that he would always be at the top of 
the ladder, even though it meant the ' busting of 
a hamestring.' 

" He was at the top of the ladder sure enough 
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— ^first of anybody almost! And for all, there 
were orders for women and children only, to go 
first, he went in some unaccountable manner. 
Anyhow, by our going for another life-preserver, 
I lost him, thank fortune ! " 

With being very much taken care of while 
seasick by both Phoebe and Dale, upon her re- 
covery Denise took a more rational view concern- 
ing her baby's illness and a few other trouble- 
some things. So after a proper length of time 
they were safely landed in San Francisco. 

Dale immediately visited a telegraph office, 
sending a message to Denise's mother in St. 
Matthew; then another surreptitious one to 
Douglas, who. Dale believed to be in Chicago. 
While waiting for their train, a return message 
came from Mrs. Villiers, saying, ** Baby convales- 
cent.'' 

The tension being relaxed, all boarded the 
down train, Dale and Phoebe promising that they 
should be back in St. Matthew in a few days. 

At the St. Matthew station was Mrs. Villiers, 
and a tall, distinguished looking middle-aged man 
in an automobile, to meet Denise. As Dale 
helped Denise off the train he said, " Remember 
now, in a few days we'll proceed with the hoisting 
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of that chip, Denise; it shall be the first matter 
in hand with me, though meanwhile, by the power 
of e pluribus unum-ibus, we'll get that box 
ready and we'll speak for a slab in the — ^you 
know what, and for who ! " 

" Oh, Dale, you and Phoebe are surely my 
friends in time of need, and if only Douglas can 
forgive me I shall be content to say — ^just nothing 
to Morg ! " replied Denise. 

" Oh, Jee Hokey ! — By the wear and tear of 
my gabardine, he's got to be put through a course 
of medicine — for he's surely bilious, gall duct all 
clogged — don't you see ? " exclaimed the irre- 
pressible Dale, not wasting an opportunity to 
make a pun. 



A BALANCE OF DESTINY 253 



CHAPTER XII 



A SCALE OF HOPE 



In affixing the finale to this strangely common 
tale of everyday life, it is well, just here, to tie 
the broken filaments and place the knot where 
it belongs — at the end of the thread of the story. 

That memorable and eventful night, after 
Mrs. VilHers and the two physicians had taken 
the little boy invalid to Walker Hospital in St. 
Matthew, Dr. Walker advised the distracted 
woman to send for her family without delay. 
He even offered his services in the way of send- 
ing telegrams. 

" It is a cablegram. Doctor," said the woman, 
as she nervously handed the doctor a hastily 
written message, addressed to a Malcolm Denis, 
Japan. 

After successfully operating on the child for 
appendicitis, and until the crisis had been safely 
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passed. Dr. MacDuncan, being a visiting physi- 
cian fortunately, never left the bedside of the 
child. He was in almost constant attendance 
for days and nights together. 

With the assistance of two of the best nurses 
procurable, Dr. MacDuncan fought the grim 
boatman who tried hard to beguile the tiny life 
as a voyager for his grim barque — bound for that 
harbor from whence no traveler has ever yet 
returned ! Twice, at a time in the early gray of 
morning, a time when the vital spark in the 
cresset of life always sputters and flares lowest, 
did the doctor and a nurse, with every facility 
known to medical science, labor as by inspiration 
to keep the tiny spark alive. And when, once 
more. Dr. MacDuncan had the light burning 
clear and bright, he still stayed on beside the 
little fellow from sheer force of habit, he- told 
himself. 

The doctor coddled and petted the little sick 
boy until the child was thoroughly convalescent. 
But still the physician delayed his departure for 
Chicago, now spending whole forenoons in 
amusing the child. 

"Douglas, how is your patient?" asked Dr. 
Walker one afternoon, in the questioner's office. 
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" Getting along finely, Doctor/' replied 
MacDuncan enthusiastically. Then he said 
further, " There are no complications whatever 
in the case; I couldn't have asked for a better 
outcome after the crisis was past. But — do you 
know, Doctor, this woman and child interest me 
more than I can tell. They are a mysterious 
pair to me; I have been inquisitive enough to 
try to draw Mrs. Villiers out but she's as mum 
as a clam. Fd give a good deal to know that she 
isn't well off financially; and if by hook or crook 
I can find it so, I am going to do a brazen thing, 
Doctor — I am going to offer to adopt the kiddie, 
or rather, to make him my heir. 

" Doctor, don't think me a sentimental fool, 
but I have a feeling that I have known some one 
whom Mrs. Villiers reminds me of. And I also 
have the same feeling regarding the boy — seems 
as though I have played with the child when I, 
myself, was a little tyke. 

** Mrs. Villiers tells me, however, that she has 
no * kin folks ' — ^as she says — other than her 
daughter and the* kiddie. I wonder when the 
daughter is to arrive?" finished the speaker 
irrelevantly with a deep breath. 

" Next week," replied Dr. Walker. Then he 
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added thoughtfully, "Yes, her steamer is due 
some time next week. And Douglas, I am also 
mystified. Now, about the daughter, for in- 
stance, the cablegram was addressed to * Mal- 
colm Denis ' — seems I've heard that name some- 
where." 

" Mrs. Villiers is a Southern woman, as you 
can tell by her language. And she, being dressed 
in black, causes me to think she has had recent 
trouble," Dr. Walker was also mystified. 

" * Malcolm Denis ' — did you say the address 
in the cablegram was that, Doctor? Why, what 
are we thinking about? That, Doctor, is the 
name of the author of that book I was telling 
you about at the beach I Don't you recollect ! " 
ejaculated Dr. MacDuncan. 

" Oh, yes, I do recollect — ^but, that doesn't 
really signify an)rthing! You see, the daughter 
could be a member of this Denis household in 
Japan ! " returned Dr. Walker, sagaciously. 

" Well," continued Dr. MacDuncan, rather 
self-consciously, " there's trouble somewhere ! 
This morning as I started to read the Mother 
Goose book to the kiddie, he bursted out impul- 
sively with — ' Oh, say, Mis'er Docker, can you 
cure up hearts 'ike you can 'pendixes? 'Cause 
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'f you can I wisht 'at you'd cure up my mover's 
heart! She sayed onct 'at my faver had brok't 
her heart, an' — an' she just' c'ys an' c'ys ! ' Then, 
Doctor, the blessed infant continued thus, and I 
was gaily enough to listen to him — *An' say, 
Mis'er Docker, I telled my mover onct 'at I'd 
get me a nover faver an' he'd cure her heart all 
up! Won't you 'et me have you for a faver, 
Mis'er Docker?' And, Doctor, as I looked at 
his solemn little mug I almost played the woman 
— I put him off with telling him, I would see 
about it. Queer feeling I have for that child! 
You see. Doctor, she has my name * Duncan,' 
minus the Mac, and I've a warm notion to let it 
be that way until I can get some kind of a hold 
on that baby. Am simple enough to think she 
may have heard of the MacDuncan trouble and 
she may steer clear of me. See?" finished the 
speaker in a puzzled manner. 

" Um, well," mused the older man, absent- 
mindedly, " she, Mrs. Villiers, is a refined and 
well-bred woman, and I believe she has been 
married more than once. I fix it that the daugh- 
ter and little boy must be half-sister and brother, 
and doubtless the last husband was the hearts 
breaker before he departed this life. Um, well, 
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Douglas, you aren't the only sentimentalist, I'd 
have you know. I don't mind telling you that 
as old as I am this little woman with the low 
sweet voice and violet eyes has a mighty grip— 
a-hold my old kiln dried heart — I keep think- 
ing of how she would grace my home, which 
seems always to be lacking in something! So 
while you are scheming to adopt the kiddie I 
shall scheme to annex myself to the mother 
—eh, Douglas ? " Dr. Walker then poked the 
younger man in the ribs, looking somewhat 
sheepish. 

" You old silver gray fox, you ! No wonder 
you didn't want the lady to injure her health by 
being too closely confined/ Oh no, ha! ha! So 
all that automobiling wasn't for nothing ? I say, 
though, Doctor, if you can find for sure that the 
heart-breaker is defunct go in and win her if you 
can, and by Halifax, we'll join households, ha! 
ha I " declared Dr. MacDuncan, as he, laughing 
more heartily than he could remember, slapped 
his friend a whack on the shoulder as he passed 
out of the office. 

Thus time passed, with Dr. MacDuncan en- 
gaged in 'kindergarten work,' as Dr. Walker 
facetiously called it ; while the older man was en- 
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gaged in a diversion from his busy practice — to 
himself, a highly delectable occupation. 

While Dr. MacDuncan put in forenoons be- 
side the little boy, reading to him and making 
sweetest music on a small violin which he had 
seen fit to present to the youngster; again read- 
ing to himself while the child played with sundry 
toys, which he had also laid on the altar of friend- 
ship — always the man watched the little face on 
the pillow with intense interest. 

Yes, while this act was on in the hospital, 
another of equal heart interest was being enacted 
on the outside. 

Mrs. Villiers would be gone for whole fore- 
noons with Dr. Walker, while that gentleman 
made his morning rounds among his patients, in 
his automobile. Many times they went far 
afield and the doctor, after Mrs. Villiers had 
told him quite naturally of her husband's tragic 
taking off in the auto accident, made love like a 
stripling. 

" Oh, Doctor ! " replied the woman to the 
speedy wooer's question, " I — I am mighty 
sorry that I cannot give you an answer — in fact I 
feel that I must decline. At any rate, you will 
have to wait until my daughter arrives. Oh — 
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indeed, Doctor, I must not think of such a 
thing ! " and straightway the woman broke down 
and cried, with her face hidden on the shoulder 
of the man; whereupon the man consoled 
her. 

" There — there, little woman, we won't say 
another word if it pains you — ^but, tell me this 
much — ^you love me well enough — ^Virginia — 
don't you ? " And she replied softly, " Ye-es/' 
Then the man, past middle age, kissed the 
woman, who was not far behind himself on the 
journey of life. And the wise physician, student 
of human nature, bided his time.. 

When Dr. Walker helped Mrs. Villiers to 
meet her daughter at the St. Matthew railway 
station, he was almost struck dumb when he was 
introduced to Denise, as he shook her hand and 
helped her into the automobile. Before he had 
even caught her name, like a flash had his rare, 
quick mind grasped the situation; noticing the 
aroma of sandalwood he instantly fixed the like- 
ness of her matchless loveliness to that tinted 
miniature which Douglas carried, and which he 
had seen many times. 

After having instantly solved the situation. 
Dr. Walker, with methodical caution, set about, 
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in his mind, and laid a wise scheme. Leaving the 
two women at the hospital, Dr. Walker hunted 
up his friend Dr. MacDuncan, and on the flim- 
siest pretext possible, sent that person off to San 
Francisco' on an errand for himself. It was a 
ruse to get Douglas away so that Denise could 
get a night's rest; thus to get prepared for the 
shock which the wise physician thought there 
must surely be. 

Chuckling to himself as he sent Douglas off. 
Dr. Walker soliloquized, *' Yes, sir, I'll fix it so 
that the coast will be clear for the two to meet 
alone over the child — ^meanwhile TU just whisper 
something of this — along with something for 
myself — ^to my little woman! " 

When Dale and Phoebe Wheeler arrived at 
the Devine home and had duly imparted their 
strange story about Denise, they received a 
return jolt, a pleasant jolt, however, as was 
evidenced by the antics of Dale. 

The story which was told to these two was 
that Douglas was now a full-fledged M. D. out 
from Chicago on a visit to his old friend, Dr. 
Walker ; and how, but for the fact that he had a 
surgical case in the hospital, in St. Matthew — a 
little boy it was, and the case appendicitis — ^well, 
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but for this Douglas should have returned to 
Chicago quite a while back. 

" Whoop la ! Phoebe, m' love ! By the shades 
of El Sol and J. Pluvius, it never rains but it 
pours! Cazooks and B— ding, if I don't smell 
a rodent of pole-catian strength and size! And 
my telegram I sent to Doug, while in the city 
will go astray, but — it makes not a dif of bitter- 
ance for — you see the psychological moment ap- 
proacheth! And too, without anybody's plan- 
ning either. Huh, tell me there is nothing in the 
natural law of gravitation! But, all the same, 
I'd love to hike up to San Francisco and help 
Douglas put that whelp of a coyote — that sheep 
killer in the Morgue, ha ! ha ! " As Dale finished 
this explosively satisfactory speech he waltzed 
first Phoebe then Mrs. Devine around the 
room. 

*'Well," replied Phoebe, "you have helped 
— ^haven't we both helped to put him there, I'd 
like to know ? Now, you old pickle, I'd have you 
recall that you, and yours together, picked 
scales from the eyes of Denise so that she is now 
able to see clearly. Oh, oh. Dale ! I am so glad ! " 
and Phoebe fluffed herself into Dale's lap and 
fell into a fit of weeping. 
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"Oh, my darling baby, what would mother 
have done if the good skilful doctor had not 
saved her little boy ! " So said Denise to her 
child early next morning — Mrs. Villiers having 
duly told Denise, the evening of her arrival, 
about the battle waged by the best physician in 
the world in conquering the disease, and giving 
them back their precious boy. 

Duncan, understanding a part of his mother's 
thankful speech, and with his arms about his 
mother's neck, eloquently replied, " Yes, Mover, 
he did cure my pendix an' — ^an' I as't him 'f he 
couldn't cure a heart what a man brok't all to 
pieces, too. 

" Say, Mover," continued the prattling young- 
ster on another interesting subject, "he's jus' 
as good ! Calls me * 'ittle Snookums ' — 'ike the 
faver in the funny paper— on'y I don't '00k 'ike 
his 'ittle bal' headed baby wif on'y one toof 
in its mouf — do I, Mover? " asked the youngster, 
as if he thought there might be a possible re- 
semblance and he wanted his mother's opinion. 

" No, Darling, you don't look the least little 
bit like the Little Snookums Newlywed — ^but 
that is a cute little name, so you must like it 
from the doctor, dearl" 
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" Yes — an' — see this big Goose Book what he 
bringed me, an' the bi'lin on the table; an' 
Mover, you ort't hear him play it! An* see my 
Teh bear I Say — I ast 'f I could have him for a 
faver — ^an' — ^an' I fink he forgot to tell me 'f I 
could ! Say, Mover, can't I keep iss Teh' bear ? " 

As " out of the mouth of babe and suckling " 
the little fellow rattled on as he held his toy up 
for his mother's observation and sanction. 

"Well, Lambie, Mother would never let you 
have a Teddie Bear before; but, I suppose it is 
all right," Denise laid her pale golden head 
beside the one on the pillow, saying further: 

" Now, Darling, don't you worry about hav- 
ing a father ; you shall have one — ^before you can 
think — but, now. Mother is very tired and she 
wants a rest before the good doctor comes; for 
she wants to see and thank him. So while 
Mamee is out with Dr. Walker, Mother will first 
write a short letter, then rest." 

" But — Mover, I do' want a nover faver 'sides 
jus' Mis'er Docker ! " remonstrated Duncan. 

"Well, we shall see dear," replied Denise, 
temporizingly, as she kissed her child. Then she 
went into an adjoining ward, which, being con- 
nected by folding doors to the one in which lay 
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the little boy, had been prepared, at Dr. Walker's 
request, for a sleeping and sitting room for Mrs. 
Villiers. 

" Yes," declared Mrs. Villiers, as she pro- 
ceeded to tie on her auto veil, " Denise, it was 
such a strange coincidence, my happening to get 
Dr. Duncan ; and being a visiting physician only, 
he has been enabled to give his whole attention to 
the baby. I haven't the slightest idea where his 
home is — ^Dr. Walker tells me that this young 
physician is one of the most skilful surgeons in 
practice. And his name, Denise ! It all seems so 
strange, doesn't it ? " 

" Yes, it is strange — ^but, Mama dear, what 
ails you ? You look like a girl ! " exclaimed 
Denise, as she helped pin the refractory veil. 

** Well,'* replied Mrs. Villiers, slightly taken 
off her guard, as she actually blushed, ** isn't 
it enough to rejuvenate anyone to be told what 
you have told me regarding Douglas. Oh, 
Denise, I do believe, happiness is in sight at 
last, for us all ! 

" Hark ! There is the auto now. It can't be 
such a long time either until Dr. Duncan comes," 
she added, as she drew on her last glove. " Dr. 
Walker told me last night that Dr. Duncan had 
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been suddenly called to the city, but you shall 
soon see him and I know you will like him very 
much. Gopd-bye ! " called out she as she ran 
down stairs like a girl, never dreaming what 
news Dr. Walker had to tell her. 

Denise then gave her hair a thorough brush- 
ing, leaving it to hang in two long shiny plaits. 
Donning a pale blue kimona she seated herself 
to write to her friend in Japan. Just as she 
began her letter she became suddenly conscious 
of a mumble of voices; then soft violin music in 
her baby's room. And as the musician softly 
brought out Schumann's ' Traumerei/ she let 
her unbidden tears fall ; for she remembered that 
the melody of that selection represented the very 
last she had ever heard of her husband, and a 
spasm of fear overtook her when she wondered 
if he would ever forgive her for hiding his son 
away from him! 

As the long, even curves and swells died softly 
away, Denise indistinctly heard exclamations of 
delight from Duncan — now and then she caught 
a word. 

It was no wonder, she thought, that her little 
boy was so taken up with his physician. Then 
she became absorbed with her own happiness, 
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wondering just how long it would be before 
Dale could find Douglas' address, and how long 
before she could call her husband to her — for, 
yes, she meant to do so. 

Her perfect love had indeed cast out all that 
oldtime foolish fear of Douglas' influence, until 
she wondered why she had ever had any. 

" But what is that ! " And she could not con- 
centrate her thoughts for listening to a marvel- 
ously melodious, clear-toned voice, which she 
knew to be petting and coddling her baby, 
though she could not catch a word distinctly. 

" Yes, I shall dress and go in immediately, to 
see this paragon who is about to usurp the place 
of father in the affections of my boy. I must 
try to make things plain to my baby, while I 
thank and pay the doctor." 

Instead of dressing, that voice lured Denise, 
and she deliberately placed her ear to the crack 
between the folding doors to listen a moment. 
The voice was saying, "Now, see here. Little 
Snookums, let the Goose Book alone until I have 
shown you something entirely new. Now you 
see this Billiken — which is in this paper — is the 
very latest and best plaything out, for he, means 
something ! Yes, sir ! he beats a Teddie Bear all 
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to smash, for he says, as he grins, — See? Well, 
he says — */ am the god of the things as they 
ought to be ! ' There now, can't you see him 
say it?" said the voice, and the owner of the 
voice held the fuzzy bodied Billiken, with its 
grotesque-looking face and peaked papier mache 
pate, close in front of the admiring youngster. 

Denise, her ear glued to the crack with intense 
interest, heard her boy exclaim ecstatically, as 
he held the toy, " Oh, Mis'er Docker, he's jus' 
what I want ! I 'ike him better'n the Teh Bear 
an' Goose Book — an' — an' Mover will 'ike the 
Billi — ken too; cause what he says is 'ike what 
Mover says when I ast her why I haven't any 
nover name sides jus' Duncan. She says 'f 
fings was as they ort t' be, I'd have a nover 
name ! " 

As the .baby tossed the grinning Billiken, 
giving smile for grin, the voice again said, 
" Now, listen here. Little Snookums, when you 
see your mother again you just ask her if you may 
have the name of Mac — to go with your name, 
Duncan. I used to know a little lad who had 
that handle to his name. 

** Now, shall we see what has become of 
* Puss in Boots,' in the Goose Book ? " 
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Just as the good, big doctor stooped over the 
little boy in reaching for the book, Denise pushed 
the doors apart; to see her baby's arms go lov- 
ingly around the big man's neck. And just as 
that person straightened up he paused, for he, at 
that moment, caught a puzzling aroma of sandal- 
wood. 

Turning suddenly, instinctively, toward the 
folding doors. Dr. MacDuncan caught a vision 
— B, picture it was, all in blue and gold — ^before 
it faded instantly, away! 

With keenest perspicacity the man then 
glanced from where the picture had recently 
been framed, by the doors, to the little face 
upon the pillow, and it was as though a veil had 
suddenly dropped from his eyes — ^he saw 
plainly ! 

The doctor, tapping a bell for the nurse, said 
to the little boy, " Say, Little Snookums, you 
know you asked me to be your father the other 
day — Well, I am going to be your father, so now 
you just play with the Billiken while I go to cure 
Mother's heart, ha ! ha ! Then we'll all read the 
Goose Book together — Won't that do. Dar- 
ling? " as he stopped to kiss the baby face. 

" Oh, yes, Mis'er Dock — I mean Faver — ^you 
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jus' go an' kiss Mover 'ike you do me an' it'll 
cure her heart ! I jus' betted at you'd make me 
the goodest f aver ! " And he smilingly nodded 
approval with his fluffy pate. 

As behind that old laurustinus bush in Judge 
Devine's garden, after that memorable game — 
once again did Douglas stand over the weeping 
Denise, and once more did he say, " Don't cry. 
Sweetheart, la mia, I won't do it again ! " 

As she lay face downward on a couch, sobbing 
convulsively, Douglas stooped over her and 
gently raised her into his strong arms; then 
gently he wiped her streaming tears, his own 
flowing almost as freely. As she sobbed even 
more violently, he asked, "Are you afraid of 
me, Little Wife ? " With greatest tenderness he 
waited until she could reply. 

" Oh ! Oh, no, my husband, not afraid, but — 
how can I ever — ^get your — forgiveness — ^Dear- 
est ? " she sobbed, with her face under his chin. 

" By not even asking it, Sweetheart mine. It 
is I who should grovel in the dust the rest of my 
life — asking your pardon and trying to atone for 
what my blind ignorance brought about. Yes, 
Denny, it was ignorance on my part, pure and 
simple! My God, I showed such poor con- 
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sideration and affection for you in your time of 
greatest need! 

" Why, Sweetheart la mia/^ continued Doug- 
las in a more cheerful and reassuring way, as of 
old, " even Job's old impecunious turkey should 
be considered a millionaire in comparison with 
myself, in the line of showing affection at a time 
it was most needed — ^but Little Wife " — the pet 
appellation fell easily from his lips — "how, in 
Halifax, did you get it into your noddle that it 
was hate with a capital H?" As Douglas 
finished he again proceeded to yoke their necks 
together by the silken plaits of Denise's hair. 

Then Denise, so far revived that she could 
speak coherently, told Douglas all about that 
miserable cancellation of names ; giving him also 
a concise account of her travail during that 
stormy period of life, to her, not omitting how, 
through her inordinate fear of his influence, she 
had at first set out to run away from him, for 
the sake of her unborn baby. She told of her 
reconsideration, which resulted in the second 
letter, and which she had entrusted to Morgan 
Byers to post. And how, at Douglas' failing to 
put in an appearance, she grew into the belief 
that he loved her no longer. So she told it all. 
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Then Douglas told his side, and as they com- 
pared notes, all to them at last was as dear as 
the white path of truth! 

Hearing people moving in the hall, the two 
sat still as they were. And as Denise run her 
slender fingers through the upward sweep of 
Douglas' hair she said, in commiseration : " Oh, 
Dearest, to think of these gray hairs; how you, 
too, have suffered ! " Then she added with a 
show of coyness, " But you must get that whisker 
off from your upper lip so that I shall know I 
have my husband back to keep always, now and 
forever/* 

"Amen,** chimed in Douglas on that old 
slogan of their courtship; then he mischievously 
added, "Well, Denny, you don't seem to ap- 
preciate that old codger, whom you shotdd have 
married — do you?" 

As the door leading into the hall opened, and 
Dr. Walker and Mrs. Villiers appeared, the 
doctor exclaimed, " Well ! well f Yoked up 
at last, so help me Job! And I'll eat straw 
if it isn't a fac-simile of a Gibson picture, 
ha, ha ! " 

Then followed some hasty explanations, none 
of which were needed, Douglas meanwhile 
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making the acquaintance of his mother-in-law. 

After a lot of hearty good cheer. Dr. Walker, 
having the floor, said, " I caught on almost as 
soon as I laid eyes on this fair lady yesterday, 
at the station — ^before I even heard your name, 
my dear — that odor of sandalwood, eh ? '* 

Yes, Doctor," replied Denise, smilingly, 

that and my hair as usual, gave me away ! " 
Yes, and you, foxy old sport; you sent me 
away to the city last night, too ! " interrupting, 
said Douglas to Dr. Walker, with a whack of 
hand. 

"Well," replied that gentleman, "all's fair in 
love and war, for I didn't know if it was to be 
love or -^r with you two; but knowing that it 
was love, with us," as he indicated Mrs. Villiers 
and himself, " Yes, while I had the mater out 
this morning I made such a thorough explana- 
tion of existing conditions that, so help me Job, 
children, I am able to present you two, to your 
future father — near future ! " He emphasized 
with a wave of one hand, while his other arm 
fell around the shoulders of the blushing little 
woman by his side. 

" So, we'll all yoke up and read the * Goose 
Book, with the kiddie! By George, it's the 
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properest kind of literature for the whole quin- 
tette — eh — children ? " and Dr. Walker, laughed 
unrestrainedly. 

After Douglas and Denise had recovered from 
their consternation enough to give their consent 
to this latest arrangement, Douglas exclaimed, 
" By Halifax, if this doesn't beat a novel! And 
to think that I didn't recognize in the Mother- 
kin's voice and eyes " — as he kissed the cheek of 
the little woman — "the voice and eyes of this 
altogether lovely one beside me. No, nor even 
my own eyes and forehead in " Little Snookums !' 
Yes, sir, the ' Goose Book ' for us all, and thank 
God that the kiddie is with us, and is well enough 
to enjoy the reading of it — Ha, hs^! Come 
along, people ! " And they all filed into the other 
room, where they temporarily dismissed the 
nurse. 

That afternoon the convalescent child, with 
his nurse, together with the other members of 
the family, were all removed to Dr. Walker's 
lovely home in the suburbs of St. Matthew. 

The day succeeding the hasty change. Dr. 
Walker, leaving his patients in charge of one 
Dr. MacDuncan, with Mrs. Villiers set off by 
rail on an important mission. 
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When the twain returned in a week, Mrs. Vil- 
liers was Mrs. Walker. 

The day following the return of Dr. and Mrs. 
Walker, Douglas, kissing his wife and little 
son a temporary good-bye, was in the act of set- 
ting off for San Francisco on two errands. 

"Only going to mop his floor a bit. Sweet- 
heart la mia," replied Douglas, cr)rptically when 
Denise had said, " Oh Dearest, we are too happy 
now for you to soil your good, clean hands with 
the little slimy snail ! " 

As Douglas opened the door he ran plump 
into a couple, and it was ** Hello, Honey ! " from 
each of the women; and "Hello, old Dog!" 
and " Hello, old man ! " from each man ; with, 
"Ah! ha! Hiding off just off like a honey- 
moon couple — eh?" from the irrepressible 
Dale. As he grabbed his friend's hand, he con- 
tinued, " Well, by the power of Hymenaeus, 
this do beat an old yellow, settin' hen a peckin' ! 
Denise, the chip has just naturally fallen off 
without any assistance from anybody — just 
from sheer force of gravity! So Doug, you 
hound, don't you dare to pick it up! ha ! ha ! " as 
he whacked Douglas across a broad shoulder. 

After a season of renewing old acquaintance. 
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Douglas, his old red-blooded virile self once 
more, cryptically asked Dale, " Say, Dallio, you 
old tow-headed prophet, don't you want to come 
and see me make of a pin dot — in San Fran- 
cisco — an infinitesimal comer beautiful? Was 
just going to 'phone you." 

Dale replied, as warming to the subject the 
two men shook and pulled each other's hands; 
"By Crimps, Doug, yes, — I'd rather see that 
than attend a whole Spotless Town, cleaning 
day. Going to wipe things up pretty clean, 
eh?" 

"Yes, ju^ the pin dot — sahef^' replied 
Douglas, laughing. 

" Uh huh ! " sanctioned Dale. " I was on my 
way to the Morgue anyhow — so come on, let's 
away to the inquest ! Ha ! ha ! " 

Douglas and Dale soon left the two women 
to make love over Denise's little boy. 

After greeting his two former classmates in a 
purely offhand manner, the Junior member of 
the firm of Byers & Son turned toward his desk. 
He never ceased puffing at a beautifully colored 
meerschaum as he said, between puffs, " B' seated 
fellows, until I finish signing some checks — ^be 
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through presently," with a pompous wag of 
head. 

After a few moments of silence, wherein there 
were some telegraphic dispatches of eyes be- 
tween Dale and Douglas, Morg. wheeled around 
facing his two callers, his egotism growing large 
as he patronizingly asked, ** Well, Wheeler, are 
you home to remain ? " 

On being answered affirmatively by Dale, 
Morg. directed his next interrogation at Doug- 
las, with, "Ah, Dock, what can I do for you, 
now? I suppose you are still hunting — her, 
though I thought you said you were to return 
to Chee?" 

"Is your father in?" asked Douglas tenta- 
tively; deferring a reply as he proceeded to play 
with Morg. as a cat plays with a mouse. And 
upon Morg.'s reply — " my old man is in Sacto." 
Douglas said, coolly and evenly, " No, I am 
through hunting. Say, Morg. are you selling 
any divorces nowadays?" asked the questioner 
slyly. 

"Oh, ho! Ah! ha! I see — might have 
guessed it at the moment you came in — when I 
first noticed that your upper lip was minus that 
brush it was carrying when you were here be- 
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fore. Well, well! Got another affinity, hey? 
Well, that's the dope, anyhow — no use chasing 
a phantom ! " eagerly he counseled. 

" Why, to be sure. Dock, I can get you a 
divorce as easy as anything — grounds of deser- 
tion?" interrogated Morg, as he waxed enthu- 
siastic. 

Douglas let Morg. have his say then with a 
wave of his hand — a spat of soft paw — ^he re- 
turned mere evenly than before, " Morgy, you 
are a good guesser in some respects. Yes, if we 
were playing a game of hide the handkerchief I 
should say you are de — cid-edly warm — " this 
with an ominous purr. 

" I can get it O.K. ! " ejaculated Morg., he 
thinking Douglas was hesitating about the 
divorce. 

Ignoring the interruption, Douglas continued, 
" Yes, you are all warm — for the brush did leave 
my lip on account of an affinity all right, but 
— Morgy, you don't quite understand — no, not 
quite." Continuing, as with another spat of 
soft paw, Douglas said with a queer glitter in 
his wide-set, gray eyes, " And — I am not exactly 
asking you for your most valuable services — 
am I ? " with a hard accent on " most valuable," 
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Morg. by this time did not like Douglas' man- 
ner; he did not relish this affront to his growing 
egotism, but, deciding that Douglas' mentioning 
the loss of his mustache referred in some way to 
Denise as still being the affinity, and also think- 
ing that Douglas had come to see his father about 
a further search, and, being over-anxious to ex- 
tend a return thrust, Morg. rushed a desperate 
issue. 

In Douglas' own words thus he told of it later 
in his family circle — " Still, Morg. was as 
politic as an officer of the law who, on the eve 
of election, when forced to arrest an offender 
of the peace, apologizes to the miscreant with, 
* My friend, if I had my way I would not do 
this; it is only that I have sworn to do my duty.' 
etc. You know them. Doctor? Well, by Hali- 
fax, the whelp acted as though he thought I 
would believe he was only performing his 
duty ! " 

" Pardon me. Dock," Morg. commenced, as 
he began to sly away from the soft paw, which in 
the last spat had unsheathed a sharp-claw, " but 
I have a duty to perform — a painful one to me — 
more so to me, I may say, than it will be to you ! 
I should have told you of it when you were here 
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before — b, something which I hesitate to tell even 
now," as he looked out a window. 

" Yes ? Well, out with it. Why hesitate at a 
duty — hew to the line, my boy ! *' replied Douglas, 
as he tried to pin the shifty glance of Morg. 
And Douglas, thinking a confession was at hand, 
said with less irony and a softer spat of paw, 
"Go on now, let's have whatever you call your 
dutyl" 

Morg., with large courage, made one wide de- 
liberate shy of the soft paw, as he said with a most 
legal air, as though putting a hypothetical question 
before a jury; his eye being pinned on his finger, 
which pointed into the palm of his left hand; 
though had he but caught that steely glitter in the 
pair of eyes opposite himself he never would have 
dared such a wide shy. 

" Now, Dock, let me put it plainly. It was 
like this. A fellow, whose name need not be 
mentioned at this time, saw the fair and friv- 
olous Mrs. MacD. aboard a certain steamer, 
not so long ago; and the fellow, while standing 
in the shadow of a big coil of rope, heard a guy 
making love to the fair madam. And, by jingo, 
the fellow said she was taking it like a baby takes 
castoria! And — so, why do you want to hang 
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on — ^you can — " Before Morg. could finish 
Douglas was over him like a lion over its prey. 

With eyes all pupil the exasperated man fairly 
hissed, "A fine hypothetical case! You slimy 
snail, you! You raw pasty-faced undersized, 
cold-storaged, embalmed egg, you! Ye Gods, I 
most hate to break you for fear of getting spat- 
tered — ugh ! " Douglas paused a moment. 

" Now, see here, Douglas," instantly drop- 
ping the Dock, " that's twice in my lifetime IVe 
been called a snail and a cold-storaged tgg, and 
I " 

Morg., with this slim show of resentment, did 
not get any further. As he tried to fend with 
both hands Douglas grabbed him by the collar 
and commanded, " Stop, I see it all now, you 
eavesdropping whelp of a coyote. But one can 
scarcely believe you'd have done me this way, 
seeing that I helped you through college, you 
wingless vampire! you fang-mouthed angle- 
worm ! Now, see here, I am going to give you 
just ten seconds to cough up those letters— do 
you hear ? " 

" Ye-es — ^let loose my neck, Doug, and — I'll 
get 'em ! " whined out Morg. 

" No, by Halifax, I'll not give you a chance 
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to gun me — you robber of children's life-pre- 
servers, you ! Now act ! " ordered Douglas, as he 
slapped Morg.'s face with his left hand, while 
with his right he held to the quaking man's 
collar. 

Morg. did act as he handed out the letters, 
saying, " Here they are, Douglas, and s'help me, 
I've only opened the one she wrote to me, from 
Virginia — see ? " 

" Well and good for you, sir, that the other 
isn't opened, for your measly, pasty hide wouldn't 
be fit to case sausage meat ! " sneered Douglas, 
as he shook the limp figure. 

Douglas examined the letters with his left 
hand, after which he said, " Now, listen here, 
you tailor's dummy, and tinter of meerschaums, 
out of respect to your father — though you, in 
relationship as son to him, stand an abject miss- 
fit — Yes, out of regard for your father I am only 
going to spank the apex of these dun-colored 
trousers and this macaroni-colored mug of yours. 
Then I'll just mop up the tiling a bit, for it's 
poison filthy — do you see ? " said Douglas, as he 
slipped out of his coat. 

After an interval of time, wherein there was a 
lively flying into the air of a pair of light brown 
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legs, as across a wide lap the owner lay — face 
toward the floor — ^then, after another season of 
wiping up tiling, the victim was chucked up, limp 
and disheveled, into his revolving chair. With 
the flat of first one hand, then the other, Doug- 
las soundly smacked Morg's sallow face, and 
Morg, whimpering like a whipped cur, was a sorry 
sight, with his bleeding nose. 

When Douglas had wiped the streaming per- 
spiration from his own face and had shaken 
himself into his coat once more, he said, " Now, 
you hookless hookworm, I want to say finally 
that I purposely brought Dale along with me. 
I was intending to bring some one, and Dale 
being in the family will know what, and how 
much to say of this fracas in case you blow. 1 
warn you to say nothing, so that it won't be 
necessary for either Dale or myself to put in 
our gabs — see? 

" And further, I want to say that you are to 
seek another climate — ^Alaska, for instance; for 
in case you don't I shall be liable to have a ' brain 
storm'! The fair Ethel with her nuggets 
can console the ' guy ' for his mistake in making 
love to — ^my wife by moonlight aboard steamer, 
sabe? 
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" So adios, kiddo, I advise you to beat it — on 
double quick time too ! " said Douglas hotly, as 
he and Dale left the office. 

Dale, convulsed with pent up mirth, had been 
a silent witness to the whole proceeding, but on 
gaining the hall he let himself loose, and after 
laughing unrestrainedly, he exclaimed: 

" By the downpour of Jupiter P-luvius ! Doug ! 
I began to think for sure of an inquest 1 " and 
Dale bent double again at the recollection. 

" Oh, by Halifax! " replied Douglas, who was 
busily engaged in looking through the letters, 
" if the whelp had opened this letter — ^well, no 
doubt, there would have been an inquest, while I 
doubtless would have been in the lockup ! " 

" He will beat it O.K.," observed the laughing 
Dale, as the elevator dropped the two men to 
street level, " but wouldn't this be a dandy 
scoop ! " exclaimed the quick-witted journalist. 

" Yes, but don't you do it, Dale ! Unless it 
becomes necessary, which I don't believe it will," 
replied Douglas, laughingly. 

Within a week people read this notice in one of 
the city dailies — a product of Dale's: 

'* Mrs. Ethel Eastly, of Valdez, Alaska — she 
being better known as * The Diamond Queen ' 
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on account of her owning the famous mine of 
that name, near Valdez; also on account of her 
unusual nugget jewelry, diamond studded — a 
small gold mine in itself — ^was very quietly mar- 
ried to Morgan Byers on the 14th inst.; the 
groom being the junior member of the well- 
known Byers law firm. Mr. Byers is the only 
son of our esteemed fellow citizen, Morgan 
Byers, Sr. ; and his health not being of the most 
robust, he goes with his bride to Alaska for a 
change. The young couple departed for the land 
of the midnight sun and Aurora Borealis on 
board the steamer Seattle.'* 

There was yet another notice — a personal in 
this same paper which ran thus: 

" Dr. Douglas MacDuncan with his beautiful, 
talented wife and their little son, after an absence 
of several years, are to make their home in 
California. 

" Few people know that Mrs. MacDuncan is the 
famous writer under the pen name 'Malcolm 
Denis.' " 

Douglas, with his old time dash and vim, tak- 
ing Dale along, went on another important 
errand. And later, when they were leaving the 
city in a new automobile, there sat in the tonneau 
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one Ah Gook, his yellow countenance wreathed 
in smiles. Douglas, having run across this in- 
dividual when he first came out from Chicago, 
knew just where to put his hands on the 
celestial. 

When Eucalyptus Retreat was once more in 
perfect repair and order, Douglas, one morning 
set off with his wife for home! His little son 
and the nurse were to follow later. 

" To retreat from world weariness for a spell. 
Sweetheart la mia/' said Douglas, as they 
chucked along, "and where we shall start life 
on the bow and cord plan — ^no more tandem for 
me ! " 

" But, Dearest," protested Denise, " I shall 
want you in the lead always, and so shall baby ! " 

** Well, I will try to lead gently, oh, so gently, 
Little Wife. And say, Denny, next summer I 
want to take you and Little Snookums to the 
seaside — I want to hunt up those two coons and 
set them up with some gilt-edged bootblack 
stands — for they were the real means of bring- 
ing back my loved ones! I'd give a good deal, 
Denny if you could have seen and heard 
them!" 

Feelingly Denise replied, " Oh, Dearest, it 
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makes me fairly quake when I think — if you had 
not paused to listen at them ! " 

And now, as the knot is properly tied in the 
right end of the thread of this story, it is only 
meet to add that Denise MacDuncan, who is a 
writer of prominence, aside from being her hus- 
band's chum, is also his much beloved wife, the 
mother of his children ! 

The chronicler of these events in this strangely 
common tale, happening very recently to be at 
Eucalyptus Retreat, saw the doctor, his wife 
and two lovely children — ^both children being 
named by the father — the boy, Malcolm Douglas, 
and the tiny girl, a few months old, Louden 
Denise. 

Mrs. MacDuncan is justly proud of her hus- 
band who, in company with his stepfather-in- 
law. Dr. Thurlow Walker, has plans afoot for a 
magnificent sanitarium near his beloved Euca- 
lyptus Retreat, beside the mineral springs which 
he and Denise discovered. So together, the two 
physicians are as busy as men need be. 

Denise softly asks, while sitting alone beside 
her husband in the Morris chair — the babies 
being asleep in the bungalow — ^as they watch 
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the full summer moon round itself above die 
bloom hung datura buslL 

** Dearest, do you know that happiness stalks 
abroad by light of day for you and me; fitly 
mated ones that we are? Will we know always, 
that the narrow, spiney path of duty parallels the 
broad, bloomflanked road to happiness so closely 
that both are merged into one wide, smooth 
boulevard; it being bordered by blossoming im- 
mortelles ? " 

Douglas fervently replies, as he smooths her 
soft cheeks with his own, *' Yes, Sweetheart la 
mia, to both questions, always, now and for- 
ever!" 

And Denise softly chimes in with the 
"Amen!" 

THE END 
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